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PREFACE 



TO THE PRESENT EDITION. 



The immense number of editions through which the 
Emblems of Francis Quarles have passed since their first 
appearance, nearly two hundred years since, is the strongest 
proof of their merit that can be adduced, particularly when 
the great expense of embellishing each publication, inferior 
as the engravings have in some instances been, is taken into 
consideration. There is not a single circumstance in human 
life to which some part of them does not allude : the expla- 
nations of the figures are in easy agreeable verse ; to each of 
them is added a striking quotation from one of the Others 
of the Church ; and the whole is briefly summed up in general 
inference. In the present edition the Latin mottos are trans- 
lifted, and notes explanatory of obsolete words and obscure 
passages are added, so that it will be found one of the most 
agreeable works that can be offered to the public ; especially 
to the rising generation. Here they will meet with no dis- 
tracting controversy— no doubts concerning religion ; but 
entertainment and improvement go hand in hand together. 
These Emblems are not only calculated to convey the most 
important lessons of instruction into youthful minds, but to 
convey them in the most pleasant and interesting manner — 
by hieroglyphics, or, figurative signs and symbols, of divine, 
sacred, and supernatural things ; by which mode of commu- 
nicating knowledge the fancy is charmed, the invention is 
exercised, the mind informed, and the heart improved. 

B • 
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There is a quaiiitness in tke style of our aathor^ for whidi, i 

had he li^ed in a later age^ the flowers of modem poetry 
would have been a poor sabstitate^a qoaintness which al- 
though at first occasionally somewhat obscure, improves so 
materially upon acquaintance^ that the reader who can peruse 
his Emblems* without discoTering beauties of the first order 
roust have in his soul very Httle of pious fervour— very little 
of poetic feding. That bis subject demanded a style now 
termed quaint our author was himself aware: asking what 
Muse he shall invoke, he says — 



*' Let all the Nhie be silent ; I reftise 
Their aid in this Mgh task, for they abuse 

The flames of love too much : assist me, David's Muse ! '* 
Surely there is poetry as well as piety in the following : 

" Not as the thirsty soil desires soft showVs 
To quicken amd refresh her embryon grain » 
Nor as the drooping crests of fading flow*rs 

Request the bounty of a morning rain, 
Do I desire my God : these in few hours 
Re-wish what let their wishes did obtain : 
But as the swift-foot hart doth wounded fly 
To th* much desired streams, even so do I 

Pant after thee, my God, whom I must find, or die. '' 



Qtutrlea is richly deserving of the laurel he has gained. 
His wit is bright, and his discrimination of characters keen ; 
his descriptions display uncommon skill ; his style suits his 
turt) of thought, however peculiar, and his turn of thought 
his style. His writings convey a sort of wisdom in which 
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young and old, learned and unlearned, are equally concerned, 
and without which the greatest philosopher is an arrant fool. 
For however highly we may esteem human arts and sciences 
in their proper place, it will ever be true that " the wisdom of 
this world is foolishness with God. '' 

Various and elaborate means are pursued, in order to fur- 
nish the minds of our youth with /aMous knowledge, and to 
fill them with the frivolous tales of heathenish science, the 
very perfection of which deserves but little, if any, praise . 
And it is, no doubt, a sad proof of universal degeneracy, that 
the Metamorphoses of Ovid are preferred, in our schools, to 
the sacred Realities of Moses and the Prophets ; and that a 
young person is taught to be as much affected with the recital 
of the dismal fate of Phaeton's sisters, as by that of Isaac, or 
of a greater than Isaac, when offered up a sacrifice to the 
God of Heaven. 

Let us however, hope for better times and better things, 
when everv human science shall be made subservient to 
divine, whenthe invaluable knowledge of the Sacred Writings 
shall have its due place and due honour, and when Quarles^ 
Emblems shall at least be preferred to the comparative non- 
sense of the Pantheon and Ovid's Epistles. 

We shall now proceed to lay before our readers the opi- 
nions of several very eminent and pious men on the merits of 
the writings of Quarles generally, but more particularly of his 
Emblems. " Some poets, " say the celebrated Fuller, author 
of the History of the Worthies of England, " if debarred 
prophaneness, wantonness, and satiricalness, that they may 
neither abuse God, themselves, nor their neighbours, have 
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their tongues cut out in effect Others only trade in wit at 
the second hand, being all for translations, nothing for inven- 
tion. Our Quarles was free from the faults of the first, as if 
he had drank of Jordan instead of Helicon, and slept on 
Mount Olivet for his pamassus ; and was happy in his own 
invention. His visible poetry, I mean his EmblemSy is ex- 
cellent, catching therein the eye and fancy at one draught." — 
Pope, in a letter to Bishop Atterbury, calls him a " great 
poet/' — Langbaine says, '< He vras a poet that mixed religion 
and fancy together ; and was very careful, in all his writings^ 
not to intrench upon good manners by any scurrility in his 
works, or any ways offending against his duty to God, his 
neighbour, and himself." 

With the following testimonials, which we present at 
length, we shall conclude, not doubting that, on a perusal of 
the work, every candid and liberal Christian will consider it 
worthy of the encomiums which have been bestowed on it, 
and that the present edition will meet that encouragement 
which will amply repay the heavy expense attending its 
production. 



Recommendations of the fFork, 

Sir, — As you have requested my opinion relative to the expe- 
diency of republishing ' Quarles* Emblems' and the ' School of the 
Heart,'' it is incumbent on me to aquaint you, that, as an humble 
individual, I most sincerely vote for a new and correct edition of 
those excellent books. The /ormer was of much spiritual use to me 
at an early period of life ; and I still consider it as a very ingenious 
and valuable treasury of Christian experience. The loiter I have 
lately perused ; and am strongly persuaded that the reprinting it 
may answer advantageous purposes to the Church of Christ. 
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Be particularly careful to g:ive neat and beautiful impressions of 
the numerous and expressive cuts which illustrate each respective 
article. I would advise you to keep strictiy to the designs of the 
original plates ; and not to vary firom them in a single instance : 
but the execution of them, as they stand in the old editions, calls for 
improvement. In emblematic works much depends oh the elegancy 
of the engravings, which, if well finished, speak an ocular language, 
singularly emphatic, and universally intelligible. The eye very fre- 
quentiy informs the understanding and effects the heart, when the 
most laboured efforts of vocal rhetoric fail. 

Segnios irritant animos demissa per aurem, 
Qukm quae sunt oculis subjecta fidelibus, et quR 
Ipse sibi tradit spectator. 

With an earnest desire and hope that your intended undertaking 
wilLbe owned and blessed of God, to the establishment of his people 
in knowledge, and to their growth in holiness and comfort, I 
remain, 

SiH, 

Your sincere well-wisher, 
AUGUSTUS MONTAGUE TOPLADY. 
New-street f Jan, 3, 1777. 



To the serious Fart of the Christian fVorld, 

It is matter of pleasing surprise to find that such books as 
* dnarles' Emblems,' and the * School of the Heart,' should be so 
much called for as to incline any printer to venture on a new edi- 
tion. I really imagined that the rage for romances, novels, and 
plays, had entirely extinguished all taste for such productions as 
these now presented to the public. 

Quarles was a man of spiritual wit and imagination, in the reign 
of King Charles I, a time when poetic genius in the religious world 
had not been cultivated. Spencer and Shakspeare were then the 
only men that deserved the name of poets; and these were far enough 
from the knowledge and taste of the people called Puritans ; so that 
I think Quarles may be styled the ^r«/, as Herbert was the second, 
divhde poet of the English nation. 
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Intlhe produetibiifiof this ezeellent man there is nothing to please 
the state of modem critics : his uncommon turns of thought ; the 
quaintness of his poetic style ; but above all the depth of eyangelic 
ferroor, the ardent piety, and the rich experience of the heart, can 
be relished by none bat those who, in the highest sense of the word, 
deserve the name of true Christians. To such as these the following 
work will be acceptable and delightful ; and by them, and the serious 
part of their families, it will not be deemed impertinent in me to 
recommend this work to their attention. 

JOHN RYLAND. 
Northampton^ Jan. 8, 1777. 



Sir,—' Francis Qnarles' Emblems,' and the * School of the 
Heart, ' are works which have been so generally known and well 
received for more than a century past, that nothing is necessary by 
way of recommendation. The cuts have been highly entertaining 
to younger minds ; while the subject matter of the poems, and the 
general strain and manner of them, have been little less so to those 
of riper years. What share of merit is due to the poet, we leave to 
better judges. The poems appear to be, in the motn, very consis- 
tent with the evangelic doctrines, and not a little adapted both to 
please and profit those who wish to have their hearts called off from 
the present world, and fixed upon a better. 

The editor of this new edition engages for the goodness of the 
paper and letter, and the utmost correctness of the copy, and a set 
of new copper-plates engraved in the neatest manner; wMch he flat- 
ters himself will give the purchases an universal satisfaction. 

And, as it is a work of uncommon expensiveness, he relies upon 
the generosity of Christians of all denominations to encourage the 
undertaking, which is a fresh to put into the hands of the public 
what hath been long out of print, and of which so few fair and cor- 
rect copies are to be met with. On these accounts we take the 
liberty to recommend the present publication. 

JOHN CONDER, 
Master of the Academy at Homerton. 
SAMUEL BREWER, 
Independent Minister at London. 
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BOOK THE FIRST. 



THE INVOCATION. 

RousB thee, my soul j and drain thee from the dregs 
Of vulgar thoughts; screw up the heighten'd pegs 
Of thy sublime theorbo* for notes high'r — 
And higher yet-r- that so the shrill'mouth'd choir 
Of swift- wing'd seraphims may come and join, 
Aod make the concert more than half divine. 
Invoke no Muse ; let Heav'n be thy Apollo : 
And let his aaored influences hallow 
Thy-high bred strains. Let his full beams inspire 
Thy ravish'd brains with more heroic fire : 
Snatch thee a quill from the spread eagle's wing, 
And, like the morning lark, mount up and sing : , 
Cast off these dangling plummets, that so clog 
Thy lab* ring heart, which gropes in this dark fog 
Of dungeon earth : let flesh and blood forbear 
To stop thy flight, till this base world appear 
A thin blue landscape : let thy pinions soar 
So high a pitch, that men may seem no more 
Than pismires, crawling on the mole-hill Earth, 
Thy ear untroubled with their frantic mirth : 
Let not the frailty of thy flesh disturb 
Thy new-concluded peace ; let reason curb 
Thy hot-mouth'd passion ; and let Heav'n* s Are season 
The fresh conceits of thy corrected reason : 
Disdain to warm thee at Lust's smoky fires ; 
Scorn, scorn to feed on thy old bloat desires. 
Come, come, my soul ! hoist up thy higher sails ! 
The wind blows fair : shall we still creep like snails. 
That gild their ways with their own native slimes ? 
No, we must fly like eagles ; and our rhymes 

* The t?uotiio is a musical instniment resembling a lute. 
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Must mount to Heav'n, and reach th' Olympic ear : 
Our Heav'n-blown fire must seek no other sphere. 

Thou great Theanthropos, * that giy*st and crown*st 
Thy gifts in dust, and from our dunghill own'st 
Reflected honour, taking by retail 
What thou hast giv'n in gross, from lapsed, frail. 
And sinful man : that drink'st full draughts, wherein 
Thy children*s lep'rous fingers, scurPd with sin. 
Have paddled : cleanse, O cleanse my crafty soul 
From secret crimes, and let my thoughts control 
My thoughts I O teach me stoutly to deny 
Myself, that I may.be no longer 1 1 
Enrich my fancy, clarify my thoughts ; 
Refine my dross ; O wink at human faults ! 
And through this slender conduit of my quill 
Convey thy current, whose clear stream may fill 
The hearts of men with love, their tongues with praise : 
Crown me with glory ; take, who list, the bays. 



* Theanthropos is compounded of the Greek words Bio^, God, 
and avOpiavoi:, man', and is a titic pven to our Saviour, as being both 
God and man. 
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BOOK I.-EMBLEM I. 



Jambs i. 14. 

Every man is tempted when he is drawn away by his 

own luitf and enticed, 

S£RPENT. EVE. 

Serp, Not eat? not taste ? not cast an eye 

Upon the fruit of this fair tree ? and why ? 

Why eat'st thou not what Heav'n ordain'd for food ? 

Or canst thou think that bad which Heay*n call'd good? 

Why was it made, if not to be enjoy'd ? 

Neglect of favours makes a favour void : 

Blessings unus'd pervert into a waste 

As well as surfeits : woman, do but taste : 

See how the laden boughs make silent suit 

To be enjoy'd ; look how their bending fruit 

Meet thee half-way : observe but how they crouch 

To kiss thy hand : coy woman, do but touch : 

Mark what a pure vermilion blush has died 

Their swelling cheeks, and how for shame they hide 

Their palsy heads, to see themselves stand by 

Neglected : woman, do but cast an eye. 

What bounteous Heav'n ordain'd for use, refuse not ; 

Come, pull and eat : y* abuse the things ye use not. 

Eve. Wisest of beasts, our great Creator did 
R eserve this tree, and this alone forbid : 
The rest are freely ours, which doubtles are 
A s pleasing to the taste ; to th' eye as fair : 
But, touching this, his stiict commands are such, 
'Tis death to taste, no less than death to touch. 
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Serp, Pish ! death*s a fable ; did not Heav*n inspire 
Your equal elements with living fire, 
Blown from the spring of life ? Is not that breath 
Immortal ? come, ye are as free from death 
As he that made ye. Can the flames expire 
Which he has kindled ? can ye quench his fire ? 
Did not the /great Creator's voice proclaim 
Whate*er he made, from the blue spangled frame 
To the poor leaf that trembles, very good ? 
Bless'd he not both the feeder and the food ? 
Tell, tell me then, what danger can accrue 
From such blessed food, to such half-^gods as you ? 
Curb needless fears, and let no fond conceit 
Abuse your freedom ; woman, take and eat. 

Eve. Tis true, we are immortal ; death is yet 
Unborn, and, till rebellion make it debt. 
Undue : I know the fruit is good, until 
Presumptuous disobedience make it ill. 
The lips that open to this fruit's a portal 
To let in death, and makes immortal mortal. 

Serp. You cannot die ; come, woman, taste, and 
fear not. 

Eve, Shall Eve transgress? I dare not, 0, I dare 
not! 

Serp. Afraid ? why draw'st thou back thy tim'roua 
armt 
Harm only falls on such as fear a harm. 
Heav*n knows and fears the virtue of this tree : 
'Twill make ye perfect gods as well as he. 
Stretch forth thy hand, and let thy fondness never 
Fear death : do, pull and eat, and live for ever. 

Eve. 'Tis but an apple ; and it is as good 
To do as to desire. Fruit's made for food : 
I'll pull, and taste, and tempt my Adam, too. 
To know the secrets of this dainty. 

S0p. Do. 
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S. ChriB. sup, Matth. 

He forced him not : he touched him not : only said, 
Ccat ih^s^lfdown ; that we may know whosoever obeys 
the devil casts himself down : for the devil may sug- 
gest ; compel he cannot. 

S* S^m^in Sir, ' > 

It is the devil's part to suggest ; ours, not to consent. 
As often as we resist him, so often we overcome him : 
as often as we overcome him, so often we bring joy 
to the angels, and glory to God ; who opposeth us, 
that we may contend ; slnd assisteth us, that we may 
conquer. 



Epig. I. 



Unlucky parliament ! wherein, at last* 
Both houses are agreed, and firmly past 
An act of death confirm'd by higher pow'r»; 
O had it had but such sucGees as ours ! 



c. 
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James i. 15. 

Then^ when lust hath conceived^ it brjngeih forth sin ; 
and sin, when it is finished, hringetihjforth d^ath. 

Li.MENT, lament ; look, look, what thou hast done : 

Lament the world's, lament thy. own estate : 
Look, look, by doing, how thou art undone ; 
Lament thy fall, lament thy change of state : 
Thy faith is broken, and thy freedom gone ; 
See, see too soon, what thou lament*st too late. , 
O thou that wert so many men, nay« all 
Abridged in one, how has thy desp'rate fall 
Destroyed thy unborn seed, destroy'd thyself withal ! 

Uxorious Adam, whom thy Maker made 

Equal to aDgels that excel in pow'r, 
"What hast thou done ? O why hast thou obey'd 

Thy own destruction ? like a new-cropt flow'r, 
How does the beauty of thy glory fad ! 

How are thy fortunes blasted in an hour ! 

How art thou cow'd that hadst the pow'r to quell 

The spite of new-fall'n angels, baffle hell, 
Arud vie with those that stood, and vanquish those 
that fell ! 




Sic jlakuucoculil uniciuii m oiuue Mnhim.. 
ThHtSin rr>n<riyif. ArrJt'in- stiff m 
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See how the world (whose chaste and pregnant womb 

Of late conceived, and brought forth nothing ill) 
Is now degenerated, and become 

A base adult'ress, whose false births do fill 
The earth with monsters — ^monsters that do roam 
And rage about, and make a trade to kill : 

Now Glutt*ny paunches ; Lust begins to spawn ; 
Wrath takes revenge, and Avarice a pawn 
Pale Envy pines. Pride swells, and Sloth begins to 
yawn. 



The air, that whisper'd, now begins to roar. 

And blust'ring Boreas blows the boiling tide ; 
The white-mouth'd water now usurps the shore. 
And scorns the pow'r of her tridental guide ; 
The fire now burns, that did but warm before. 
And rules her ruler with resistless pride : 
Fire, water, earth, and air, that first were made 
To be subdu'd, see how they now invade ; 
They rule whom once they serv'd, command where 
once obey'd. 



Behold, that nakedness, that let bewray'd 

Thy glory, now's become thy shame, thy wonder; 
Behold, those trees, whose various fruits were made 
For food, now tum'd a shade to shroud thee under ; 
Behold, that voice, (which thou hast disobey*d), 
That late was music, now affrights like thunder. 
Poor man I are not thy joints grown sore with 

shaking, 
To view th'effect of thy bold undertaking. 
That in one hour didst mar what Heav'n six days 
was making? 
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S, August, lib. 1. de Lib. Arbit. 

It is a most just punishment that man should lose 
that freedom wliich man would not use» yet had power 
to keep if he would; and that he who hiid knowledge 
to do what was right, and did not, should b^ depiived 
of the knowledge of what was right ; and thai bis who 
would not do righteously, when he bad the power, 
should lose the power to do. it when he had the will. 

jETttgo de Aniwa* 

They are justly punished that abuse lawful things, 
but they are most justly punidied that u«e unlawful 
things : thus Luctnsr fell from heaven ; thus Adam 
lost his paradise. 



Epig. 2. 



See how these fruitful kernels, being cast 
Upon the earth, how thick they spring ! how fast ! 
A full-ear'd crop and thriviog, rank and proud ! 
Preposterous man first sow^d, and then he plough'd. 
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Pbov. xiv. 13. 

Sven in laughter the heart is sorroUffid ; and 
the end ofOial miHh is heaviness, 

Alas ! fond child, 

How are thy thoughts begulFd 
To hope for honey from a nest of wasps ? 
Thou may'st as well 

Go seek for ease in hell« 
Or sprightly nectar from the mouths of asps. 

The world's a hive, 
From whence thou canst derive 
No good, Init what thy soul's vexation brings : 
But case thou meet 
Some petty-petty-sweet. 
Each drop is guarded with a thousand stings. 

Why dost thou make 
These murm'ring troops forsake 
The safe protection of their waxen homes ? 
This hive contains 
No sweet that's worth thy pains ; 
There's nothing here, alas! but empty combs. 

For trash and toys. 
And grief-engend'ring joys, 
What torment seems to sharp for flesh and blood ? 
What bitter pills, 
Compos'd of real ills, 
Men swallow down, to purchase one false good ! 
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The dainties here 
Are least what they appear ; 
Though sweet in hopes, yet in fruition sour : 
The fruit that^s yellow 
Is found not always mellow; 
The fairest tulip's not the sweetest flowV. 

Fond youth, give o'er. 
And vex thy soul no more 
In seeking what were better far unfound ^ 
Alas ! thy gains 
Are only present pains 
To gather scorpions for a future wound. 

What's earth ? or in it, 
That, longer than a minute, 
Can lend a free delight that can endure ? 
O who would droil,* 
Or delve in such a soil. 
Where gain's uncertain^ and the pain is sure ? 



* Ifr^lj !• e. .drudj^e. 
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S, August. 



Sweetness in temporal matters is deceitful : it is a 
labour and a perpetual fear ; it is a dangerous pleasure, 
whose beginning is without providence, and whose 
end is not without repentance. 



Hugo. 



Luxury is an enticing pleasure, a bastard mirth; 
which hath honey in her mouth, gall in her heart, and 
a sting in her tail. 



Epi^. 3, 



What, Cupid, are thy shafts already made I 
And seeking honey to set up thy trade, 
True emblem of thy sweets ! thy bees do bring 
Honey in their mouths, but in their tails a sting. 



BOOK L— EMBLEM IV. j 



Psalm Ixii. 9. 
To he laid in Ae halance, U is oUoge^r Hghier 

Put in another weight: 'tis jet too light : 

And yet, fond Cupid, put another in ; 
And yet another : still there's under weight: 
Put in another hundred : put again ; 

Add world to world ; then heap a thousand more 
To that ; then, to renew thy wasted store, 
Take up more worlds on trust, to draw thy balance 
low*r. 

Put in the flesh, with all her loads of pleasure ; 
Put in great Mammon's endless inventory ; 

Put in the ponderous acts of mighty Ceesar : 

Put in the greater weight of Sweden's glory ; 

Add Scipio's gauntlet ; put in Plato's gown: 
Put Circe's charms, put in the triple crown. 

Thy balance will not draw ; thy balance will not down. 

Lord ! what a world is this, which, day and night, 

Men seek with so much toil, with so much trouble ! 
Which, weigh'd in equal scales, is found so light, 
So poorly overbalanc'd with a bubble ! 

Good God ! that frantic mortals should destroy 
Their higher hopes, and place their idle joy 
Upon such airy trash, upon so light a toy ! 




Qnis .loi-ioc : cui plus pondn^ adJit li ar 
That M-here fiiitf (u/liVf T/iff n ifrf f B tfjil 
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Thou bold impostor, how hast thou befoord 
The tribe of man with couiitei^t desire ! 
How has the breath of thy false bellows cool'd 
Heav'n's free-bom flames^ and kindled bastard fire ! 
How hast thou vented dross instead of treasure. 
And cheated roan with thy false weights and 
measure^ 
Proclaiming bad for good, and gilding death with 
pleasure ! 



The world's a crmfty strumpet, most afibcting 

Aad dosely following those that tnost reject her ; 
But seeming careless, nicely disrespecting 
And coyly flying those that most afiect her. 
If thou be free, she's strange; if strange, she's free: 
Flee, and she follows ; foUow, and she'll flee : 
Than she there's none more coy, there's none more 
fond than she. 



O what a crocodilian world is this, 

Compos'd of treach'ries and insnaring wiles ! 
She clothes destruction in a formal kiss, 
And lodges death in her deceitful smiles : 
She hugs thea^oul she hates; and there does. 

prove • 
The veriest tyrant, where vows to love ; 
And is a serpent most when most she seems a dove. 

Thrice happy he, whose nobler thoughts despise 

To make an object of so easy gains : 
Thrice happy he, who scorns so poor a prize 
Should be the crown of his heroic pains : 
Thrice happy he, that ne'er was born to try 
Her frowns or smiles ; or being bom, did lie 
In his sad nurse's arms an hour or two, die. 
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. St. AugHtL Uh. Confntt. 

O you that dote upon this world, for what victory 
do ye fight ? Yor hopes can be crowned with no greater 
reward than the world can g^ve ; and what is the world 
but a brittle thing full of dangers, wherein we travel 

from lesser to greater perils ? O let all her vain, light, 
and momentary glory perish with herself; and let us 
be conversant with more eternal things. Alas ! this 
world is miserable ; life is short, and death is sure. 



Epig. 4. 



My soul, what's lighter than a feather ? Wind. 
Than wind ? The fire. And what than fire ? The mind. 
What's lighter than the mind? A thought Than 

thought ? 
This bubble world. What than this bubble ? Nought. 







prrpelnni nmr.»- lj,e BtiU d 
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1. Cob. vii. 31. 

The fashion of this world pcuseth away. 

Gone are those golden days, wherein 
Pale concsience started not at ugly sin : 

When good old Saturn's peaceful throne 
Was unusurped by his beardless son : 

When jealous Ops ne'er fear*d th' abuse 
Of her chaste bed, or breach of nuptial truce : 

When just Astrsea pois'd her scales 
In mortal hearts, whose absence earth bewails : 

When froth-born Venus and her brat, 
With cdl that spurious brood young Jove begat^ 

In horrid shapes were yet unknown; 
Those halcyon days, that golden age, is gone. 

There was no client then to wait 
The leisure of his long-taiFd advocate; 

The talion* law was in request. 
And Chanc'ry Courts were kept in ev'ry breast : 

Abused statutes had no tenters. 
And men could deal secuie without indentures : 

* TaUon Una, or the law of retaliation, a pnnishment in the 
Mosaic law, whereby an evil is returned similar to that conmitted. 
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There was no peeping-hole to clear 
The wittol's'*' eye from his incarnate fear : 

There were no lustful cinders then 
To broil the carbonado'd hearts of men: 

The rosy cheeks did then proclaim 
A shame of guilt, but not a guilt of shame : 

There was no whining soul to start 
At Cupid's twangi or curse his flaming dart : 

The boy had then but callow wings. 
And fell Erenny's scorpions had no stings : 

The better-acted world did move 
Upon the fixed poles of truth and love. 

Love essenc'd in the hearts of men : 
Then reason rul'd, there was no passion then ; 

Till lust and rage began to enter. 
Love the circumfrence was, and love the centre ; 

Until the wanton days of Jove, 
The simple world was all compos*d of love ; 

But Jove grew fleshly, false, unjust ; 
Inferior bealuty fill'd his veins with lust : 

And cucqueant Juno's fury hurl'd 
Fierce balls of rape into th* incestuous world : 

Astrsea fled, and love return'd 
From earth, earth boiFd with lust, with rage it burn*d, 

And ever since the world hath been 
Kept going with the scourge of lust and spleen. 

* WUfolf 8 contented cuckold, 
t Cucqueanf lewd* 
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S. Amhrose. 

Lust is a sharp spur to vice, which always putteth 
the afTections into a false gallop. 

Hugo. 

Lust is an immoderate wantonness of the Hesh, a 
sweet poison, a cruel pestilence ; a pernicious poison^ 
which weakeneth the body of man, and eifeminateth 
the strength of an heroic mind. 



S» August, 

Envy is the hatred of another's felicity : in respect 
of superiors, because they are not equal to them ; in 
respect of inferiors, lest he should be equal to them ; 
in respect of equals, because they are equal to 
them : through envy proceeded the fall of the world, 
and death of Christ. 

Epig. 5. 

What, Cupid, must the world be lash'd so soon ? 
But made at morning, and be whipped at noon ? 
'Tis like the wag that plays with Venus* doves. 
The more 'tis lash'd, the more perverse it proves. 



BOOK I.— EMBLEM VI. 



EccLEs. ii. 17. 
All is vanity and vexation qfSpirit* 

How is the anxious soul of man befoord 

In his desire^ 
That thinks a hectic fever may be cool'd 

In flames of fire ; 
Or hopes to rake full heaps of burnish'd gold 

From nasty mire ! -^ 

A whining lover may as well expect 

A scornful breast 
To melt in gentle tears, as woo the world for rest. ^ 

Let Wit, and all her study'd plots, effect jj 

The best they can : 
Let smiling Fortune prosper and perfect 

What Wit began ; i 

Let Earth advise with both, and so project 

A happy man ; 4 

Let Wit or fawning Fortune vie their best ; 

He may be blest 
With all the earth can give ; but earth can give no rest. j 




ii Cnico tutft q^uics . 
J Crp/i n/pne i.t irhat^ ron jfrt at dntt ; 
TAf Crofi at la.Pl muj-tffhrj-m, J^nre an^Sr.<; 
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Whose gold is double with a careful hand, 

His cares are double;. 
The pleasure, honour, wealth pf sea and land. 

Bring but a trouble ; 
The world itself, and all the world's command. 

Is but a bubble. 
The strong desires of man's insatiate breast 

May stand posseat 
Of all that earth can give ; but earth can give no rest. 

The world's a seeming paradise, but her own 

And man's tormentor ; 
Appearing fix'd, yet but a rolling-stone 

Without a tenter ; 
It is a vast circumference, where none 

Can find a centre. 
Of more than earth, can earth make none possest ; 

And he that least 
Regards this restless world, shall in this world find restv 

True rest consists not in the oft revying* 

Of wordly dross : 
Earth's miry purchase is not worth the buying ; 

Her gain is loss ; 
Her rest but giddy toil, if not relying 

Upon her cross. 
How wordlings droilf for trouble ! that fond breast. 

That is possest 
Of earth without a cross, has earth without a rest. 

* Revying is to stake at play a larger sum of money than another 
has laid. 

t Droit, labour. 
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Cass* in Ps* 

The cross is the invincible sanctuary of the humble, 
the dejection of the proud, the victory of Christ, the 
destruction of the devil, the confinnation of the faith- 
ful, the death of the unbeliever, the life of the just. 

JDctfMxscen, 

The Cross of Christ is the key of Paradise ; the 
weak man's staff; the convert's convoy ; the upright 
man's perfection ; the soul and body's health ; the pre- 
vention of all evil, and the procurer of all good. 



Epig. 6. 



"Worldlings, whose whimp'ring folly holds the losses 
Of honour, pleasure, health, and wealth, such crosses. 
Look here, and tell me what your arms engross, . 
When the best end of what you hug's a cross ? 




\ 



BOOK I.— EMBLEM VII. 



1 Petee v. 8. 

Be sober, be vigilant; because your adversary the devils 
as a roaring liony walketh abouty seeking whom he 
may devour. 



Why dost shou suffer lustful sloth to creep. 
Dull Cyprian lad, into thy wanton brows ? 
Is this a time to pay thine idle vows ' 

At Morpheus* shrine t Is this a time to steep 
Thy brains in wasteful slumbers ? Up, and rouse 

Thy leaden spirit : Is this a time to sleep ? 
Adjourn thy sanguine dreams, awake, arise. 
Call in thy thoughts ; and let them all advise, 

Hadst thou as many heads as thou hast wounded eyes. 



Look, look, what horrid furies do await 

Thy flattering slumbers 1 If thy drowsy head 
But chance to nod, thou falFst into a bed 

Of sulph'rous flames, whose torments want a date. 
Fond boy, be wise, let not thy thoughts be fed 

With Phrygian wisdom ; fools are wise too late : 
Beware betimes, and let thy reason sever 
Those gates which passion clos'd ; wake now or 
never ; 

For if thou nodd'st thou fall'st ; and falling, fall'st for 
ever. 



BOOK L— EMBLEM VIII. 



Luke vi. 25. 

Woe unto you that laughs now I for ye shall mourn 

and weep. 

The world's a popular disease, that reigns 

Within the fro ward heait and frantic brains 

Of poor distemper'd mortals^ oft arising 

From ill digestion^ through th' unequal poising 

Of ill-weigh 'd elements, whose light directs 

Malignant humours to malign effects. 

One raves and labours with a boiling liver : 

Rends hair by handfuls, cursing Cupid's quiver : 

Another^ with a bloody flux of oaths. 

Vows deep revenge : one doats ; the other loathes : 

One frisks and sings, and cries " A flagon more. 

To drench dry cares, and make the welkin* roar V* 

Another droops ; the sunshine makes him sad ; 

Heav'n cannot please : one's mop'd ; the other's mad : 

One hugs his gold ; another lets it fly : ^ 

He knowing not for whom ; nor t' other why. 

One spends his day in plots, his night in play ; 

Another sleeps and slugsf both night and day : 

* Welkin^ the firmament, or sky. 

t Shtga^ to act slothfully. ^ 

1 
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One laughs at this thing ; t' other cries for that ; 
But neither one nor t' other knows for what. 
"Wonder of wonders ! what we ought t' evite* 
As our disease, we hug as our delight. 
'Tis held a symptom of approaching danger 
When disacquainted sense becomes a stranger, 
And takes no knowledge of an old disease ; 
But, when a noisome grief begins to please 
The unresisting sense, it is a fear 
That death has parley*d, and compounded there. 
As, when the dreadful Thunderer's awful hand 
Pours forth a vial on th' infected land. 
At first th* affrighten'd mortals quake and fear. 
And ev'ry noise is thought ihe Thunderer : 
But, when the frequent Boul-departing bell 
Has pav'd their ears with her familiar knell. 
It is reputed but a nine-days' wonder ; 
They neither fear the Thund'rer nor his thunder. 
So, when the world (a worse disease) began 
To smart for sin, poor new-created man 
Could seek\for shelter, and liis genVous son 
Knew by his wages what his hands had done : 
But bold-fac'd mortals, in our blushless times. 
Can sing and smile, and make a sport of crimes, 
Transgress of custom, and rebel in ease. 
We false-] oy^d fools can triumph in disease. 
And (as the careless pilgrim, being bit 
By the tarantula, begins a fit 
Of life-concluding laughter) waste our breath 
In lavish pleasure, till we laugh to death. 

* EvitCf to shun or avoid. 
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Hugo de Anima* 



What profit is there in Tain glory, momentary 
mirth,the world's power,the flesh's pleasure/ull riches, 
noble descent, and great desires 1 Where is their 
laughter ? Where is their mirth ? Where their in- 
solence — their arrogance ? From how much joy to 
how much sadness! After how much mirth, how 
much misery ! From how great glory are they fallen, 
to how great torment ! What hath fallen to them may 
befall thee, because thoii art a man : thou art of earch ; 
thou livest of earth ; thou shalt return to earth. Death 
expecteth thee every where ! Be wise, therefore, and 
expect death every where. 



Epig^ 8. 



What ails the fool to laugh ? Does something please 
His vain conceit ? Or is' t a mere disease ? 
Fool, giggle on, and waste thy wanton breath ; 
Thy morning laughter breeds an ev'ning death. 




I'rulH'ft miia flaBilem fiif at m Ocbc Gra^um.. 



BOOK I.— EMBLEM IX. 



1 John u. 17. 
T?ie world passeth away, and all the lusts thereof. 

Draw near, brave sparks, whose spirits scorn to 
light 
Your hallow'd tapers but at honour's flame ; 
You, whose heroic actions take delight 
To varnish over a new painted name ; 
Whose high-bred thoughts disdain to take their flight. 
But on th* Icarian wings of babbhng Fame ; 
Behold, how tott'ring are your high-built stories 
Of earth, whereon you trust the ground-work of your 
glories. 

And you, more brain-sick lovers, that can prize 

A wanton smile before eternal joys; 
That know no heav*n but in your mistress* eyes ; 

That feel no pleasure but what sense enjoys : 
That can, like crown-distemper'd fools, despise 

True riches, and, like babies i whine for toys : 
Think ye the pageants of you hopes are able 
To stand secure on earth, when earth itselfs unstable? 

Come, dunghill wordlings, you that root like swine. 

And cast up golden trenches where ye come : 
Whose only pleasure is to undermine. 

And view the secrets of your mother's womb : 
Come, bring your saint, pouch'd in his leathern 
shrine. 
And summon all your griping angels home : 
Behold your world, the bank of all your store ; 
The world ye so admire, the world ye so adore. 
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A feeble world, whose hot-mouth'd pleasures tire 
Before the race ; before the start, retreat : 

A faithless world, whose false delights expire 
Before the term of half their promised date : 

A fickle world, not worth the least desire, 

Where ev'ry chance proclaims a change of state : 
A feeble, faithless, fickle world, wherein 

Each motion proves a vice, and every act a sin. 



The beauty, that of late was in her flow'r. 

Is now a ruin, not to raise a lust , 
He that was lately drench'd in Danae*s showV, 

Is master now of neither gold nor trust ; 
Whose honour late was mann*d with princely pow*r. 
His glory now lies buried in the dust ; 
O who would trust this world, or prize what's 
in it, 
That gives and takes, and chops, and changes, ev'ry 
minute ! 



Nor length of days, nor solid strength of brain. 

Can find a place wherein to rest secure : 
The world is various, and the earth is vain ; 

There's nothing certain here, there's nothing sure ; 
We trudge, we travel, but from pain to pain, 
And what's lour only griefs our only cure : 

The world's a torment ; he that would endeavour 
To find the way to rest, must seek the way to leave 
her* 



1 
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St. Greg, in Hom» 



Behold, the world is withered in itself, yet flou- 
risheth in our hearts, ^very where death, every where 
grief, every where desolation : on every side we are 
smitten ; on every side filled with bitterness ; and yet, 
with the blind mind of carnal desire, we love her bit- 
terness. It flieth and we follow it ; it falleth, yet we 
stick to it : and, because we cannot enjoy it falling, 
we fall with it, and enjoy it fallen* 



Epig, 9. 



If fortune fail, or envious Time but spurn, 
The world turns round, and with the world we turn 
When Fortune sees, and lynx-ey'd Time is blind, 
ril trust thy joys, O world; till then, the wind. 



BOOK L— EMBLEM X. 



John Tiii. 44. 

Ye are of your faffier ike devil, and ihe huts of you 

fcUher ye wiU do. 

JIere*9 your right ground : wag gently o'er this 

black : 
'Tis a short cast ; y' are quickly at the jack ; 
Rub, rub an inch or two ; two crowns to one 
On this bowl's side; blow wind, 'tis fairly thrown : 
The next bowl's worse that comes; come, bowl 

away ; 
Mammon, you know the ground untutor'd, play : 
Your last was gone ; a yard of strength, well spar'd, 
Had touch'd the block : your hand is still too hard. 
Brave pastime, readers, to consume that day. 
Which, without pastime, flies too swift away ! 
See how they labour ; as if day and night 
Were both too short to serve their loose delight : 
See how their curved bodies writhe, and sc^ew 
Such antic shapes as Proteus never knew : 
One raps an oath, another deals a curse ; 
He never better blow'd ; this vever worse: 



1 
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One rubs his itchless elbow, shrugs, and laughs, 
The other bends his beetle brows, and chafes : 
Sometimes they whoop, sometimes their Stygian cries 
Send their black Santos to the blushing skies: 
Thus mingling humours in a mad confusioo. 
They make bad premises, and worse conclusion : 
But Where's the palm that fortune's hand allows 
To bless the victor's honourable brows ? 
Come, reader, come ; I'll light thine eye the way 
To view the prize, the while the gamesters play : 
Close by the jack, behold, jill Fortune stands 
To wave the game ; see in her pfartial hands 
The glorious garland's held in open show, 
To oheer the lads, and crown the conqu'ror's brow. 
The world's the jack f the gamesters that contend 
Are Cupid, Mammonjjthat judicious friend. 
That gives the ground, is Satan : and the bowls 
Are sinful thoughts ; the prize, a crown for fools. 
Who breathes that bowls not? What bold tongue can 

say. 
Without a Uush, he hath not bowl'd to-day ? 
It is the trade of man, and ev'ry sinner 
Has play'd his rubbers : ev'ry soul's a winner. 
The vulgar proverb's crost, he hardly can 
Be a good bowler and an honest man. 
Good God I turn thou may Brazil thoughts anew ; 
New-sole my bowls, and make their bias true. 
Ill cease to game till fairer ground be giv'n, 
Nor wish to win until the mark be Heav'n. 
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S. Bernard, Lib. de Consid, 



O you sons of Adam, you covetous generation, 
what hkve ye to do with earthly riches, which are 
neither true nor yours I Gold and silver are real earth, 
red and white, which only the error of man makes, or 
rather reputes, precious: in short, if they be yours* 
carry them with you. 



St, Hieron. in Ep» 

O lust, thou infernal fire/ whose fuel is gluttony; 
whose flame is pride; whose sparkless are wanton 
words ; whose smoke is infamy ; whose ashes are*un- 
cleanness ; whose end is hell. 



Epig. 10. 



Mammon, well followed ; Cupid, bravely led : 
Both touchers ; equal fortune makes a dead : 
No reed can measure where the conquest lies : 
Take my advice ; compound, and share the prize. 



J 




F.MB I. r, M II. 
Muiulus ill. Exuiuni. ruit. 
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BOOK I.— EMBLEM XI 



Ephes. ii. 2. 



Ye walked according to the course of this worUy ticcord- 

ing to Ae prince of the air. 



O WBITHBS will thk mlkd-braiii world at last 

Be driven ? Where will her restless wheels arrive ? 
Why hurries on her iU«niatch'd pair so fast ? 

O whither means heir furious groom to drive ? 
What, will her rambline fits be never past ? 
For ever ranging ? Never oncfe retrieve ? 
Will earth*s j^rpietual progress ne*er expire ? 
Her team continuing in their fresh career : 
And yet they never rest, and yet they never tire. 



Sol's hot-mouth'd steeds, whose nostrils vomit flame. 

And brazen lungs belch forth' quotidian fire. 
Their twelve hours' task perform*d, grow stiff and 
lame. 
And their immortal spirits faint and tire : 
At th' azure mountain's foot their labours claim 
The privilege of rest, where they retire 
To quench their burning fetlocks, and go steep 
Their flaming nostrils in the western deep. 
And 'fresh their tired souls with strength-restoring 
sleep. 



BOOK L— EMBLEM XIL 



Isaiah Ixvi. II. 



Ye may suck, but not be satisfied with the breast of 

her consolation. 



What, never fill*d ? Be thy lips screw'd so fast 
To th' earth's full breast ? for shame, for shame 
unseize thee ; 
Xhou tak*st a surfeit where thou should*st but taste. 
And mak*st too much not half enough to please 
thee. 
Ah, fool, forbear ; thou swallowest at one breath 
Both food and poison down ! thou draw'st both milk 
and death. 



The ub'rous breasts, when fairly drawn, repast 
The thriving infant with their milky flood ;. 
But, bein^ overstrained, return at last 
Unwholesome gulps compos'd of wind and blood. 
A moderate use does both repast and please ; 
Who strains beyond a mean, draws in and gulps 

disease. 
But O, that mean, whose good the least abuse 
Makes bad, is too, too hard to be directed : 
Can thorns bring grapes, or crabs a pleasing juice ? 
There's nothing wholesome where the whole's 
infected. 

Unseize thy lips ; earth's Milk's a ripen'd core. 
That drops from her disease, that matters from her | 

sore. t 




Iiiopeja me copia iecit. 
W},at nre fAf^r-hr.r ukiVJi the ff'fiM <: 
I'lenty A/rr 0*ir, riAij-.'Aai- mad'- me h;i 
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Think'st thou that paunch, that burlies out thy coat 
Is thriving fat ; or flesh, that seems so brawny ? 

Thy paunch is dropsied and thy cheeks are bloat ; 
Thy lips are white> and that complexion tawny ; 
Thy skin s a bladder blown with wat'ry tumours ; 

Thy flesh trembling bog, a quagmire full of humours. 



And thou, whose thriveless hands are ever straining 
Earth's fluent breasts into an empty sieve. 

That always hast, yet always art complaining, 

And whin'st for more than earth has pow'r to give ; 
Whose treasure flows and flees away as fast ; 

That ever hast, and hast, yet hast not what thou hiEist. 



Go choose a substance, fool, that will remain 
Within the limits of thy leaking measure ; 

Or else go seek an urn that will retain 
The liquid body of thy sleep'ry treasure : 
Alas ! how poorly are thy labours crown'd ! 

Thy liquor's never sweet* nor yet thy vessel sound. 



What less than fool is man to prog and plot. 

And lavish out the cream of all his care. 
To gain poor seeming goods ; which, being got. 
Make firm possession but a througbfare ; 

Or, if they stay, they furrow thoughts the deeper; 
And; being kept with care, they loose their careful 
keeper. 
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S. Geog. Horn* 3. iecund. Parte Ezech. 



If we give more to the flesh than we ought, we 
nourish an enemy ; if we give not to her necessity 
what we ought, we destroy a citizen : the flesh is to 
be satisfied so far as suffices to our good : whosoever 
alloweth so much to her as to make her proud, knoweth 
not how to be satisfied : to be satisfied is a great art; 
lest, by the satiety of the flesh, we break forth, into 
the iniquity of her folly. 



Hugo de Anitna. 



The heart is a small thing, but desireth great mat- 
ters. It is not sufficient for iei kite's dinner, yet the 
whole world is not sufficient for it. . 



Epig. 12* 



What makes thee, fool, so fat ? Fool, thee so bare ? 
Ye suck the self-same milk, the self-same air : 
No mean betwixt all paunchy and skin and bone ? 
The mean's a virtue, and the world has none. 



BOOK I.— EMBLEM XIIL 



1 John iii. 19. 



Men love darkness rather than lights because their 

deeds are evU, 



LoBD, when we leave the world and come to thee, 

How dulli how slug are we ! 
How backward ! How preposf rous is the motion 

Of our ungain devotion ! 
Our thoughts are millstones, and our souls are lead. 

And our desires are dead : 
.Our vows are fairly promis'd, faintly paid ; 

Or broken, or not made : 
Our better work (if any good) attends 

Upon our private ends : 
In whose pierformance one poor wordly scoff 

Foils us, or beats us off. 
If thy sharp scourge find out some secret fault, 

We grumble, or revolt ; 
And if thy gentle hand forbear, we stray. 

Or idly lose the way. 
Is the road fair ? we loiter ; clogged with mire ? 

We stick, or else retire 



\ »• 
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BOOK I. 



A lamb appears a lion ; and we fear ' 

Each bush we see's a bear. 
When our dull souls direct their thoughts to thee, 
The soft-pac'd snail is not so slow as we. 
But when at earth we dart our wing'd desire, 

We burn, we bum like fire. 
Like as the am'rous needle joys to bend 

To her magnetic friend : 
Or as the greedy lover's eye- balls fly 

At his fair mistress' eye ; 
So, so we cling to earth ; we fly and pufl*, 

Yet fly not fast enough. 
If Pleasure beckon with her balmy hand. 

Her beck's a strong command : 
If Honour calls us with her courtly breath, 

An hour's delay is death : 
If Profit's golden-finger'd charm inveigles, 

We clip more swifl than eagles : 
Let Auster weep, or blust'ring Boreas roar^ 

Till eyes or lungs be sore : 
Let Neptune swell, uiitil his dropsy sides 

Burst into broken tides : 
Nor threat'ning rocks, nor winds, nor waves, nor fire. 

Can curb our fierce desire : 
Nor Are, nor rocks, can stop our furious minds. 

Nor waves, nor winds : 
How fast and fearless do our footsteps flee .! 
The lightfoot roebuck's not so swift as we. 
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S, August, sup. PsaL Ixiv. 



Two several loves built to several cities : the love 
of God bjuilds a Jerusalem ; the love of the world 
builds a Babylon. Let every ojie inquire of himself 
what he loveth, and be shall resolve himself of whence 
he is a citizen. 



S, August. Lib. 3. Confess. 



All things are driven by their own weight, and tend 
to th«ir own centre ; my weight is my love ^ by that 
I am driven withersoever I am driven. 



Ibidem. 



Lord, he lovetb thee the less, that loveth any thing 
with thee, which he loveth not for thee. 



Epig, 13. 

Lord, scourge my ass, if she should make no haste. 

And curb my stag, if he should flee too fast : 

If he be over swift, or she prove idle. 

Let love lend her a spur ; fear, him a bridle^ 



F 



BOOK L— EMBLEM XIV 



Psalm xiii. 3. 



Lighten mine eyes, O Lord, lest I sleep the sleep of 

death. 



Will't ne'er be morning ? Will that promis'd light 
Ne'er break, and clear those clouds of night ? 
Sweet Phosphor, bring the day, 
Whose conqu'ring ray- 
May chase these fogs : sweet Phosphor, bring the 

day. 



How long ! how long shall these benighted eyes 

Languish in shades, like feeble flies 
Expecting spring ? How long shall darkness soil 

The face of earth, and thus beguile 
Our souls of rightful action ? When will day 

Begin to dawn, whose new-bom ray 
May gild the weathercocks of our devotion. 

And give our unsoul'd souls new motion ? 
Sweet Phosphor, bring the day ; 
Thy light will fray 
These horrid mists ; sweet Pbosphorj bring the day. 
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Let those have night that slily love t' immure 

Their cloist^r'd crimes, and sin secure ; 
Let those have night that blush to let men kno^ 

The baseness they ne'er blush to do ; 
Let those have night that love to take a nap. 

And loll in Ignorance's lap : 
Let those whose eyes^ like owls, abhor the lighti 

Let those have night, that love the night : 
Sweet Phosphor, bring the day : 
How sad delay 
Afflicts dull hopes ! sweet Phosphor, bring the day. 



Alas I my light-in-vain-expectin^ eyes 

Can find no objects but what rise 
From this poor mortal blaze — a dying spark 

Of Vulcan's forge, whose flames are dark 
And dangerous ; a dull, blue-burning light, 

As melancholy as the night : 
Here's all the suns that glister in the sphere 
Of earth : Ah me ! what comfort's here ? 
Sweet Phosphor, bring the day ; 
Haste, haste away^ 
Heav'n's loit'ring lamp ; sweet Phosphor, bring the 
day. 

Blow, Ignorance ! O thou, whose idle knee 

Rocks eturth into a lethargy. 
And with thy sooty fingers has bedight 

The world's fair cheeks, blow, blow thy spite : 
Since thou hast pufl our greater taper, do- 

Pufi'on, and out the lesser too : 
If ere that breath-exiled flame return, 

Tbou hast not blown as it will burn : 
Sweet Phosphor, bring the day : 
Light will repay 
The wrongs of night ; sweet Phosphor, bring the day. 
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S, August, in Joh. Ser. xix. 



God is all to thee : If thou be hungry, he is bread ; 
if tiursty, he is water ; if in darkness, he is light ; if 
naked* be is a robe of immortality. 



Akmua de C&nq* NcU, 

God is a light that is never darkened : an un- 
wearied life that cannot die ; a fountain always flow- 
ing ; a garden of life ; a seminary of wisdom ; a ra- 
dical beginning of all goodness. 



Epig. 14 



My soul, if Ignorance puff out this light, 
She'll do a favour that intends a spite : 
It seems dark abroad ; but take this light away. 
Thy windows will discover break of day. 




«•»<■ 
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BOOK I.— EMBLEM XV. 



Bey. xii. 12. 



7%e devil is come unto you having great wrath, because 
he knoweth that he hath hut a short time. 



LoBD ! canst thou see and suffer ? Is thy hand 
StiH bound to th' peace? Shall earth's black mo- 
narch take 
A full possession of thy wasted land ? 
O, will thy slumb'ring vengeance never wake, 
Till full-ag'd law resisting Custom shake 
The pillars of thy right, by false command ? 
Unlock thy clouds, great Thund'rer, and come 

down; 
Behold whose temples wear thy sacred crown ; 
Redress, redress our wrongs; revenge, revenge thy 
own. 



See how the bold usurper mounts the seat 

Of royal majesty : how overstrawing 
Perils with pleasure, pointing ev'ry threat 

With bugbear death, by torments overawing 

Thy frighted subjects , or by favours drawing 
Their tempted hearts to his unjust retreat ; 

Lord, canst thou be so mild, and he so bold ? 

Or can thy flocks be thriving when the fold 

Isgovem'd by the fox? Lord, canal WiOM «fc^ «sA 
hoJdf 
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That Bwifl-wing'd advocate, that did commence 
Our welcome si^^ before the King of kings ; 

That sweet ambassadc^, that hurries hence 

What airs th' harmonious soul or sighs or sings. 
See how she flutters with her idle wings ; 

Her wings are dipt, and eyes put out by sense : 
Sense-conqu'ring Faith is now grown blind and 

cold. 
And basely craven'd,* that, in times of old, 

Did conquer Heav n itself, do what th' Almighty 
could. 



Behold, how double Fraud does scourge and tear 

Astrsea's wounded sides, ploughed up, and rent 
With knotted cords, whose fury has no ear ; 

See how she stands a prisoner, to be sent 

A slave, into eternal banishment, 
I know not whither, O, I know not where : 

Her patent must be cancelled in disgrace ; 

And sweet-lipp*d Fraud, with her divided face. 
Must act Astreea's part, must take Astreea's place. 



Faith's pinions dipt ? and fair Astrsea gone ? 

Quick-seeing Faith now blind ? and Justice see ? 
Has Justice dow found wings 1 and has Faith none ? 

What do we here ? who would not wish to be 

Dissolved from earth, and, with Astreea, flee 
From this blind dungeon to that sun-bright throne ? 

LoBD, is thy sceptre lost, or laid aside ? 

Is hell broke loose, and all her fiends unty*d ? 
LoBD, rise, and rouse, and rule, and crush their fu- 
rious pride. 



Cravtn'd, disheartened, made to knock under, &c. 
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Peter JRav, in Matih, 



The devil is the author of evil, the fountain of 
wickedness, the adversary of the truth, the corrupter 
of the world, man's perpetual enemy: he planteth 
snares, diggeth ditches, spurreth bodies ; he goadeth 
souls, he suggesteth thoughts, belcheth anger, ex- 
poseth virtues to hatred, ms^eth vices beloved, soweth 
error, nourisheth contentions, disturbeth peace, and 
scattereth affliction. 



Macar. 

Let us suffer with those that suffer, and be crucified 
with those that are crucified, that we may be glorified 
with those that are glorified. 



Savanar, 



If there be no enemy, no fight ; if no fight, no vic- 
tory ; if no victory, no crown. 



J^ig. 15. 

My soul, sit thou a patient looker on ; 
Judge not the play before the play be done : 
Her plot has many changes : ev'ry day 
Speaks a new scene ; the last act crowns the play. 



^1 
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BOOK THE SECOND. 



EMBLEM 1. 



ISAIA.U 1. II. 



You ihatwaik in the light of your 9wnfire^ and in the 
tparks that ye have kindled, ye shall lie down 
in sorrow. 



Do, silly Cupid, snuff and trim 

Thy false, thy feeble light, (^. 
And make her self-consuming flames more bright ; 
Methinks she bums to £m. 
Is this that sprightly fire. 
Whose more than sacred beams inspire 
The ravish 'd hearts of men, and so inflame desire ? 



See, boy, how thy unthrifly blaze ' 
Consumes ; how fast she wanes ; 
She spends herself, and her, whose wealth maintains 
Her weak, her idle rays. 
Cannot thy lustful blast, 
Which gave it lustre, make it last ? 
What heart can long be pleas*d, where pleasure 
spends so fast ? 




sic J.unime XumeiL Bdciiiptiun. 
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Go, wanton, place thy pald-fac'd light 

Where never breaking day 
Intends to visit mortals^ or display 
^ ' ' The sullen shades of liight : 
Thy torch will bum more clear 

In night's un-Titan'd hemisphere ; 
Heav'n's scornful flames and thine can never co-appear. 



In vain thy busy hands address 

Their labour, to display 
Thy easy blaze within the verge of day ; 
The greater drowns the less ! 
If Heav'n's bright glory shine, 
Thy glimm'ring sparks must needs resign ; 
Puff out Heav'n's glory then, or Heaven will work 
out thine. 



Go, Cupid's rammish pander, go. 

Whose dull, whose low desire 
Can find sufficient warmth from Nature's fite, 
Spend borrowed breath, and blow. 
Blow wind made strong with spite ; 
When thou hast puff'd the greater light 
Thy lesser spark may shine, and warm the new-made 
night. 



Deluded mortals, tell me, when 

Your daring breath has blown 
Heav'n's taper out, and you have spent your own, 
What fire shall warm ye then ? 
Ah, fools ! perpetual night 
Shall haunt your souls with Stygian fright. 
Where they shall boil in flames, but flames shall bnng 
no light. 



s 
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S, Atlgtut, 



The sufficiency of merit is to know that my merit is 
not sufficient. 



S. Greg, Mor, xxv. 

By how much the less man seeth himBelf, by so 
much the less he displeaseth himself; and by how 
much the more he seeth the light of grace, by so much 
the more he disdaineth the light of Nature. 



St. Greg. Mor^ 

The light of the understanding humility kindleth 
and pride covereth. 



Epig. 1. 



Thou blow*st Heav'n's fire> the whilst thou go'st about, 

Rebellious fool, in vain, to blow it out : 

Thy folly adds confusion to thy death ; 

Heav'n's fire confounds when fan'd with Folly's breath. 




.1 
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BOOK II.— EMBLEM 11. 



EccLEs. iv. 8. 

There is no end of all his labour; neither is his eye 
satisfied with riches. 

O How our widened arms can overstretch 

Their o wn dimensions ! How our -hands can reach 

Beyond ;theiT distance : How our yielding breast 

Can shrink to be mote full, and full possest 

Of this inferior orb ! How earth refin'd 

Can cling to sordid earth ! How kind to kind ! 

We gape, we grasp, we gripe, add store to store ; 

Enough requiTes too much ; too much craves more. 

We charge our souls so sore beyond our stint, 

That we recoil or burst: the busy mint 

Of our laborious thoughts is ever going, 

And coining new desires ; desires not knowing 

Where next to pitch ; but, like the boundless ocean. 

Gain, and gain ground, and grow more strong by 

motion. 
The pale-fac'd lady of the blaok-ey'd night 
First tips her horned brows with easy light, 
Whose curious train of spangled nymphs attire 
Her next night's glory with increasing fire ; 
Each evening adds more lustre, and adorns 
The growing beauty of her grasping horns : 
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She sucks and draws her brother's golden store, 

Until her glutted orb can suck no more. 

E'en so the vulture of insatiate minds 

Still wants, and wanting seeks, and seeking finds 

New fuel to increase her ray'nous fire ; 

The grave is sooner cloy'd than man*s desire : 

We cross the seas, and midst her waves we burn, 

Transporting lives, perchance, that ne'er return : 

We sack, we ransack to the utmost sands 

Of native kingdoms and of foreign lands: 

We travel sea and soil ; we pry, we prowl, 

We progress, and we prog from pole to pole : 

We spend our mid-day sweat, our midnight oil ; 

We tire the night in thought, the day in toil : 

We make art servile, and th^ trade gentile, 

(Yet both corrupted with ingenious guile,) 

To compass Earth, and with her empty store 

To fill our arms, and grasp one handful more : 

Thus seeking rest, our labours never cease. 

But, as our years, our hot desires increase : 

Thus we, poor little worlds ! with blood and sweat. 

In vain attempt to comprehend the great : 

Thus, in our gain, become we gainful losers, 

And what 's enclosed encloses the enclosers. 

Now, reader, close thy book, and then advise ; 

Be wisely worldly, be not worldly wise : 

Let not thy nobler thoughts be always raking 

The world's base dunghill ; vermin's took by taking: 

Take heed thou trust not the deceitful lap ^ 

Of wanton Delilah: the world's a trap. 
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Hugo de Anima* 



Tell me, where be those now, that so lately loved 
and hugged the world? Nothing remaineth of them 
but dust and worms : observe what those men were ; 
what those men are^ They were like thee; they did 
eat, drink, laugh, and led merry days ; and in a mo- 
ment slipt into hell. Here their flesh is food for 
worms ; there their souls are fuel for fire, till they 
shall be rejoined in an unhappy fellowship, and cast 
into eternal torments; where they that were omce 
companions in sin shall be hereafter partners in 
punishment. 



Bpig, 2. 



Gripe, Cupid, and gripe still, until that wind, 
That's pent before, find secret vent behind : 
And when thou st done, hark here, I tell thee what. 
Before I'll trust thy armful, TU trust that. 



« 



BOOK II.— EMBLEM III. 



Job xTiii. 6. 

H€ is caH into a net by his ownfestf and walketh vpon 

a snare* 



What ! nets and quiver too ! what need tfiere all 

These sly devices to betray poor men ? 
Die they not fast enough when thousands fall 

Before thy dart ! what need these engines then ? 
Attend they not, and answer to thy call, 

Like nightly coveyS; where thou list^ and when ? 
What needs a stratagem where strength can 

sway ? 
Or what needs strength compel where none 
gainsay } 
Or what needs stratagem or strength where hearts 
obey ? 



Husband thy sleights : it is but vain to waste 

Honey on those that will be catch 'd with gall ; 
Thou canst not, ah ! thou canst not bid so fast 

As men obey ; thou art more slow to call 
Than they to come ; thou canst not make such haste 
To strike, as they, being struck, make haste to fall. 
Go save thy nets for that rebellious heart' 
That scorns thy pow*r, and has obtained the art 
T' avoid thy flying shaft, to quench thy fiery, dart. ^ * 




Son. amat Ifte ; fed liaiunt ^Vnuir. 
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BOOK lU £MBLB](8. 6S 



Lost mortal ! how is thy destruction sure, 

Between two bawds, and both without remorse ! 
The one's a line, the other is a lure ; 

This to entice thy soul ; that t* enforce. 
Waylaid by both, how canst thou stand secure ? 
That draws ; this woos thee to th* eternal curse. 
O charming tyrant, how hast thou befoord 
And slaved poor man, that would not, if he 
could ! 
Avoid thy line, thy lure ; nay, could not^ if he would ! 



Alas ! thy sweet perfidious voice betrays 

His wanton ears with thy Sirenian baits : 
Thou wrapp*st his eyes in mists, then boldly lays 

Thy lethal* gins befcKe their crystal gates ; 
Thou lock*st up ev'ry sense with thy false keys, 
All willing prisoners to thy close deceits : 
His ear most nible where it deaf should be ; 
HvA eye most blind where most it ought to see ; 
And, when his heart's most bound, then thinks itself 
most free. 



Thou grand impostor ! how hast thou obtain'd 

The wardship of the world ? Are all men turn'd 
Idiots and lunatics ? Are all retained 

Beneath thy servile bands ? Is none return'd 
To his forgoten self? Has none regain'd 
His senses ? Are their senses all adjourn'd ? 
What, none dismiss'd thy court? Will not plump 

fee 
Bribe thy false fists to make a glad decree, 
T* unfool whom thou hast fooVd, and set thy pris'ners 
free ? 

* Lethal, mortal, deadly. 
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S0 Bern, in Ser> 



In this world is much treachery, little truth ; here 
all things are traps ; here every thing is beset witH 
snares ; here souls are endangered* bodies are afflicted : 
here all things are vanity an4 vexation of spirit. 



Epig. 3. 



Nay, Cupid, pitch thy trammel where thou please. 
Thou canst not fail to take such fish as these. 
Thy thriving sport will ne'er be spent : no need 
To fear, when ev'ry cork's a world : Thou'lt speed. 
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BOOK It— EMBLEM IV 



Hose A xiii. 3. 



Thty shall he as the chaff that is driven with a whirl' 
wind out of the jloory and as the smoke out of 
the chimney. 



Flint- BRBASTED Stoics, you whose marble eyes 

Contemn a wrinkle, and whose souls despise 

To follow Nature's too affected fashion, 

Or travel in the regent walk of passion ; 

Whose rigid hearts disdain to shrink at fears, 

Or play at fast or looso, with smiles and tears ; 

Come, burst your spleens with laughter to behold 

A new-found vanity, which days of old 

Ne'er knew : a vanity that has beset 

The world, and made more slaves than Mahomet ; 

That has condemn'd us to the servile yoke 

Of slavery, and made us slaves to smoke. 

But stay, why tax I thus our modem times 

For new-blown follies, and for new-born crimes ; 

Are we sole guilty, and the first age free ? 

No, they were smok'd and slav'd as well as we : 

What's sweet-lipp'd Honour's blast but smoke ? 
What's treasure 

But very smoke ? And what more smoke than plea- 
sure ? 



BOOK II.— EMBLEM V. 



Pbov. xxiii. 5. 

Wilt thou set thine eyet upon that which is not ? for 
riches make themselves wings ; they fiy away or an 
eagle* 



Falsb world, thou ly'st : thou canst not lend 

The least delight : 
Thy favours cannot gain a friend, 

They are so slight : 
Thy morning pleasures make an end 

To please at night : 
Poor are the wants that thou supply'st ; 
And, yet thou vaunt'st, and yet thou vy'st 
With Heaven ! fond earth, thou boast'st ; false worlds 

thou ly'st. 



Thy babbling tongue tells golden tales 

Of endless treasure : 
Thy bounty offers easy sales 

Of lasting pleasure ; 
Thou ask'st the Conscience what she ails, 

And swear'st to ease her : 
There*s none can want where thou supply*st ; 
There's none can give where thou deny'st : 
Alas! fond world, thou boast'st; false world, thou 

ly'st. 



f 
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What well-advised ear regards 

What Earth can say ? 
Thy words are gold, but thy rewards 

Are painted clay : 
Thy cunning can but pack the cards *, 

Thou canst not play : 
Thy game at weakest, still thou vy'st ;* 
If seen, and then revy'd, deny*st : 
Thou art not what thou seem'st false world, thou ly'st. 



Thy tinsel bosom seems a mint 

Of new-coin*d treasure ; 
A paradise, that has no stint. 

No change, no measure ; 
A painted cask, but nothing in % 

Nor wealth, nor pleasure : 
Vain earth, that falsely thus compl/st 
With nian ; vain man, that thus rely'3t 
On earth : vain man, thou doat'st ; vain earth, thoii 

ly-st. 



What mean dull souls, in this high measure 

To haberdash 
In earth'si base wares, whose greatest treasure 

Is dross and trash ; 
The height of whose enchanting pleasure 

Is but a flash ? 
Are these the goods that thou supply'st 
Us mortals with ? Are these the higa st t 
Can these bring cordial peace ? False world> ' thou 

ly'st. 



* Vy*tt, a worp used at cards ; i* e, to cfatUenge. 
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F^t BU$. 



The world is deceitful : her end is doubtfal ; her 
conclusion is horrible ; heir J'odge is teniUe ; and her 
punishment is intolerable. 



S, August. Lib. Confesi. 



The vain-glory of this world is a deceitful sweet- 
ness, a fruitless labour, a perpetual fear, a dangerous 
honour : her beginning is without providence, and her 
end not without repentance. 



ri^MMM 



Epig. 5. 

World, thou'rt a traitor ; thou hast stamp'd thy base 
And chymic metal with great Ccesar's face ; 
And with thy bastard bullion thou hast bartered 
For wares of price ; how justly drawn and quarter'd \ 



BOOK II.— EMBLEM VI . 



Job XV. 31. 



Let not him that is deceived trust in vanity ; for vanity 

shall he his recompense. 



Belibye her not, her glass diffuses 
False portraitures : thou canst espy 

No true reflection : she abuses 
Her misinform'd beholder's eye ; 

Her crystal's falsely steel'd ; it scatters 

Deceitful beams ; believe here not, she flatters. 



This flaring mirror represents 

No right proportion, hue, nor feature : 

Her very looks are compliments ; 
They make thee fairer, goodlier, greater : 
l^he skilful gloss of her reflection 

But paints the context of thy coarse complexion. 



Were thy dimension but a stjride» 
Nay, wert thou statur'd but a span, 

Such as the long-bilFd troops d^fy'd^ 
A very fragment of a man ? 

She'll make thee Mimas, which ye will 

The Jove-slain tyrant, or th' Ionic hill. 
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X 



Had surfeits » or th' ungracious star* 
Conspir'd to make one common place 

Of all deformities that are 
Within the volume of thy face, 

She 'd lend thee favour should outmove 

The Troy-bane Helen, or the queen of love. 



Were thy consum*d estate as poor 

As Laz'rus or afflicted Job's, t" 

She '11 change thy wants to seeming store. 

And turn thy rags to purple robes : 

She '11 make thy hide- bound flank appear 4 

As plump as theirs that feast it all the year. 



Look off, let not thy optics be s 
Abused : thou see'st not what thou should*st ; 

Thyself s the object thou should*st see. 

But 'tis thy shadow thou behold st : J 

And shadows thrive the more in stature, | 

The nearer we approach the light of naturq. I 

i 

Where Heav'n's bright beams look more direct, ' 

The shadow shrinks as they grow stronger ; 

But, when they glance their fair iispect, J 

The bold-fac'd shade grows larger, longer : ^ 
And, when their lamp begins to fall, 

Th' increasing shadows lengthen most of .all. i 

The soul that seeks the noon of grace 

Shrinks in, but swells if grace retreat : 
As Heav'n lifts up, or veils his face, ' 

Our self-esteems grow less or great. 
The least is greatest ; and who shall 
Appear the greatest, are the least of alU t^ 
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Hugo, Lib* iii. de Anima. 

In vain he lifteth up the eye of his heart to behold 
his God, who is not first rightly advised to behold 
himself : First, thou must see the visible things of 
thyself, before thou canst be prepared to know the 
invisible things of God ; for, if thou canst jiot ap- 
prehend the things within thee, thou canst not com- 
prehend the things above thee: the best looking-glass, 
wherein to see thy God, is perfectly to see thyself. 



Epig. 6. 

Be not deceived, great fool : there is no loss 
In being small ; great bulks but swell with dross. 
Man is Heav'n's masterpiece : if it appear 
More great, the value's less ; if less jnore dear. 



H 



BOOK IL— EMBLEM VII . 



Deutsbqnomy XXX. 19. 



I have set before thee life and death, blessing and cursing; 
therefore choose life, that thou and thy seed may live. 



The world*8 a floor, whose swelling heaps retain' 

The mingled wages of the ploughman's toil : 
The world's a heap, whose y«t unwinnow'd gtain 

Is lodg'd with chaff and buried in her soil : 
All things are mix'd^ the useful with the vain ; 
The good with bad, the noble with the vile : 

The world's an ark, wherein things pure and 

gross 
Present their lossful gain, and gainful loss, 
Where ev'ry dram of gold contains a pound of dross. 



This fumish'd ark presents the greedy view 

With all that earth can give, or Heav'n can add ; 
Here lasting joys, here pleasures hourly new, 
And hourly fading, may be wish'd and had : 
All points of honour, counterfeit and true, 

Salute thy soul, and wealth both good and bad : 
Here may'st thou open wide the two-leav'd door 
Of all thy wishes, to receive that store. 
Which, being emptied most, doth overflow the more. 
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Come then, my soul, approach this royal burse,* 

And see what urares our great Exchange retains : 
Come, come ; here's that shall make a firm divorce 
Betwixt thy wants ai^d theog if wmt complains : 
No need to sit in c<H|xv2iJ wiUi thy purse. 

Here's nothing good shall cost more pripatfaan 
pains : 
But, O my soul^ take heed ; if thou rely 
Upon thy faithless optica thou wilt buy 
Too blind a bargain;* know, fools only trade by 
th' eye. 



The worldly wisdom of the foolish man. 
" Is like a sieve, that doth alone retain 
The grosser substance of the worthless bran ; 

But thou, my soul, let thy brave \thoughts disdain 
So x;oarse a purchase : Qha thou^J^n 
To purge the chaff, and keep th^yinnow'd grain : 
Make clean thy thoughts, and dress thy mix'd 

desires : 
Thou art Heav'n'a tasker; and thy God requires 
The purest of thy floor, as well as of thy fires. 



Lei grace conduct thee to the paths of peace. 

And wisdom bless thy soul's unblemished ways ; 
No matter, then, how short or long's the lease. 

Whose date determines thy self-number'd days : 
No need to care for wealth's or fame's increase. 
Nor Mars*s palm, nor high Apollo's bays. 
Lord, if thy gracious bounty please to fill 
The floor of my desires, and teach me skill 
To dress and choose the corn, take those the chaff 
that will. 

* Bwrstf an exchange ; a place for the meeting of merchants, and 
where shops are kept. 
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S, August. Lib, i. de DocU ChrUtL 

Temporal things more ravish in the expectation thaz^ 
in fruition : but things eternal more in the fruition 
than expectation. 



Ibidem. 



The life of man is the middle between angels and 
beasts: if man ~ takes pleasure in carnal things^ he i^ 
compared to beasts ; but if he delights in spiritual 
things, he is suited with angels. 



i^ 



Art thou a child ? Thou wilt not then be fed 
But like a child, and with the children's bread; 
But thou art fed with chaff or corn undrest : 
M^ soul, thou savour'st too much of the beast. 




Thup/ratetrM.!--,,,.- That ti,e Man 



BOOK IL-rrEMl^pM VIII. 



Philippians iii, ^9, 20. 



Thm^ jnind earihfy things^ bui our cenversation is in 

heaven. 



VBNTJS. DI¥I17B CUPID. 

Ven^ Whax means tjiis peevish brat ? "Wbish, luj- 

Iftby; 
What ails my babe ? ^hat ails may babe to cry ! 
Will nothing still it? Will it neither be 
Pleas'd with the nurse's breast or mother's knee ? 
What ajls my bird ? What moves my froward boy 
To make such whimp'ring faces ? Peace, my joy : 
Will nothing do I Come^ come, this pettish br^t. 
Thus cry and brawl, an4 cannot tell for what ? 
Come, buss and friends, my Iamb ; wish lullaby ; 
What ails my babe ! what ails my babe to cry 1 
Peace, peace, my dear ; alas ! thy early years 
Had never faults to merit half these tears ; 
Come, smile ypon me : let thy mother spy 
Thy father*s image in her baby's eye : 
Husband these guiltless drops against the rage 
Of harder fortunes, ^nd the gripes of age ; 
Thine eye's not ripe for tears : Whish, lullaby ; 
What ails my babe, my sweet-fac'd babe, to cry ? 
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Look, look, what*s here ! A dainty golden thing : 
See how the dancing bells turn round and ring, 
To please my bantling ? Here's a knack will breed 
A hundred kisses : here's a knack indeed.- 
So, now my bird is white, and looks as fair 
As Pelop*s shoulder, or my milk-white pair : 
Here's right the father's smile : when Mars beguil*d 
Sick Venus of her heart, just thus he smil'd^ 

Divine Cupid. 

Well may they smile alike ; thy base-bred boy 
And his base sire had both one cause — a toy ^ 
How well their subjects and their smiles agree ! 
Thy Cupid finds a toy, and Mars found thee : 
False queen of beauty, queen of false delights. 
Thy knee presents an emblem, that invites 
Man to himself, whose self-transported heart 
(O' erwhelm'd with native sorrows, and the smart 
Of purchased griefs) lies whinning night and day. 
Not knowing why, till heavy-heerd Delay,. 
The dull-brow'd pander of Despair, lays by 
His leaden buskins, and presents his eye 
With antic trifles, which the indulgent earth 
Makes proper objects of man's childish mirth.' 
These be the coin that pass, the sweets that please ; 
There's nothing good, there's nothing great, but 

these : 
These be the pipes that base-bom minds dance after, 
And turn immod'rate tears to lavish laughter ; 
Whilst heav'nly raptures pass without regard ; 
Their strings are harsh, and their high strains un- 
heard: 
The ploughman's whistle, or the trivial flute, . 
Find more respect than great Apollo's lute : 
We* 11 look to Heav'n, and trust to higher joys ; 
^et swine love husks, and children whine for toys. 
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S» Bern* 

That is the true and chief joy, which is not con- 
ceived from the creature, but received from the Crea- 
tor, which (being once possessed thereof) none can 
take from thee: whereto all pleasure, being compared, 
is torment, all joy is grief, sweet things are bitter, all 
glory is baseness, and all delectable things are 
despicable. 



BCVIkm 

Joy, in a changeable subject, must necessarily 
change as the subject changeth. 



Epig>^. 



Peace, childish Cupid, peace : thy finger'd eye 
But cries for what, in time, will make thee cry. 
But are thy peevish wranglings thus appeas*d ? 
Well ma/st thou cry, that art so poorly pleas*d 



BOOK II.— EMBLEM IX. 



Isaiah x. 3. I 

What wilt ye 4o in the day of your viniation 9 to whom 
will ye Jleefor help f and where will ye have your 
glory f \ 

Is this that jolly god, whose cjrprian bow 

Has shot so many flaming darts, j 

And made so many wounded beauties go 
Sadly perplex'd with whimp'ring hearts \ 
Is this that soy'reign deity, that brings \ 

The slavish world in awe, and stings ! 

The blund'ring souls of swains, and stoops the hearts I 

of kings ? 

« 

What Circean charm, what Hecatean spite, 

Has thus abus'(^ the god of love ? 
Great Jove was vanquished by his greater might ; 
(And who is stronger-arm'd than Jove ?) 
Or has our lustful god perform*d a rape. 
And (fearing Argus* eyes^ would 'scape 
The view of jealous Earthy in this prodigious st^ape * 

Where be those rosy cheeks, that lately scorn'd 

The malice of injurious fates ? 
Ah ! Where's that pearl portcullis,* that adom'd 
Those dainty two-leav'd ruby gates ? 

Where be those killing eyes that so controU'd 
The world, and locks that did infold v 

Like nots of flaming wire, like curls of bumish*d 
gold ? 

* PmievllU (a term of fortification) ; i. e • a grate dropped 
down, to stop a gateway. 




Vcnliii'inii cxiioti-f'lto JHcin . 
.\'rAa*/Hr 7i/iir fiifi'if mi/nn-ri'rif iiir/ir .• 
/.r^ur/ lAf£i^t-,anii ifrrati n epiniitp Mar. 
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No, no, 'twas neither Hecatean spite. 

Nor charm below, nor power above ; 
'Twas neither Circe's spell, nor Stygian sprite, 
That thus transformed our god of lo?e ; 
'Twas owl-ey'd Lust (more potent far than they), 
Whose eyes and actions hate the day ; 
Whom all the world observe, whom all the world 
obey. 



See how the latter trumpet's dreadful blast 

Affrights stout Mars's trembling son ! 
See how he startles ! how he stands aghast. 
And scrambles from his melting throne ! 
Hark, how the direfuLhand of vengeance tears 
The swilt'ring clouds, whilst neav'n appears 
A circle fill'd with flame^ and centred with his fears { 

This is that day, whose oft report hath worn 

Neglected tongues of prophets bare; 
The fieiithless subject of the worldling's scorn. 
The sum of men and angels' pray'r : 
This, this the day, whose all-discerning light 
Ransacks the secret dens of ni^ht. 
And severs good from bad; true joys from falsQ 
delight. 



You grov'ling wordlings, you whose wisdom trades 

Where Light ne'er shot his golden ray, 
That hide your actions in Cimftierian shades, 
How will your eyes endure this day ? 

Hills will be deaf, and mountains will not hear ; 
There be no caves, no corners there, 
To shade your souls from fire, to shield your heaits 
from fear. 
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Hugo. 

O tbe extrema loathsomeness of fleshy last* wluob 
not only efbminates the mind^ but eroervates the 
body; which not <»ily distainetb the soul, but dis* 
guiseth the person! It is ushered with fury and 
wantonness ; it is acGompaAJ^ci with filthiness and 
uncleanness; and it is followed with grief and re- 
pentance. 



Epigm 9; 

What, sweetrfac'd Cupid, has thy bastard treasure. 
Thy boasted honours, and thy bold-fac'd pleasure, 
Perplex'd thee now ? I told thee, long ago. 
To what they'd bring thee, A)ol — to wU, fo woe. 




emblem: 10. 



r,i„ ^,.f/,i,„, M«( m t/U^ fl,,r Cri If fimnJ .' 
Stride it an,f/iron-:_ Wiemi/t^.fyl/i Seraiif 



mOK II.— EMBLEM X. 



r 



Nahtjm ii. 10. 

She is empty, and void^ and waste, 

3he*8 empty: batk-! she feoiunds: t&ere's nothing 

there 

But^nbiste to^ffi thy year ; " 
Xby vain inquiry cdn at length but find 

A blast of mtxtrn'ring ^iiid : 
It is a cask, that seems ^ts mil as fair^ 

But m^ely ttmn'd with air; 
Fond youth, go build thy bopfes on better grounds : 

The soul that vainly founds 
Her joys upon this world, but feeds on empty sounds. 

« 

She's ^npty : hark I she sounds : there's nothing 

in*t; 

The spaik-engend'ring flint 
Shall sooner melt, and hardest raunce* shall, first, 

Dissolve and quench thy thirst, 
Ere this false world shall still thy stormy breast 

With smooth-fac'd calms of rest. 
Thou may'st as well expect meridian light 

From shades of black-mouth 'd night. 
As in this empty world to find a full delight. 

* Rmmtef dry mouldy cnut of bread. 
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She*s empty : hark ! she sounds : 'tis void and vast; 

What is some flatter*ing blast 
Of flatuous honour should perdiance be there. 

And whisper in thine ear ? 
It is but wind, and blows but where it list. 

And vanishes like mist. 
Poor honour earth can give ! what gen'rous mind 

Would be so base to bind 
Her heav*n-bred soul a slave, to serve a blast of wind ? 



She's empty : hark ! she sounds : 'tis but a ball 

For fools to play withal : 
The painted film but of a stronger bubble. 

That's lin'd with silken trouble : 
It is a world, whose work and recreation 

Is vanity, and vexation ; 
A hag, repaired with vice-complexion, paint : 

A quest-house of complaint : 
It is a saint, a fiend ; worse fiend when most a saint. 



She's empty : hark ! she sounds : 'tis vain and void; 

What's here to be enjoy 'd 
But grief and and sickness, and large bills of sorrow. 

Drawn now, and cross'd to-morrow ? 
Or what are men but puffs of dying breath, 

Revived with living death ? 
Fond lad, O build thy hopes on surer grounds 

Than what dull flesh propounds ; 
Trust not this hollow world ; she's empty : hark ! she 

sounds. 
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S, Chrys* in Ep. ad Heh. 

Contemn riches, and tiiou shall be rich ; contemn 
glory, and thou shalt be glorious ; contemn injuries, 
and thou shalt be a conqueror; contemn rest, and 
thou shalt gain rest ; contemn earth, and thou shalt 
find Heaven. 



Hugo Lib. de VaniU Mundu 

The world is vanity which afibrdeth neither beauty 
to the amorous, nor reward to the laborious, nor en- 
couragement to the industrious. 



Epig. 10. 

This house is to be let for life or years ; 
Her rent is sorrow, and her income tears : 
Cupid, 't has long stood void; her bills make known. 
She must be dearly let, or let alone. 



i 
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Matt. vii. 14. 

Narrow is the way that leadeth unto l^e, and Jew there 

he that find it* 

Prepost'rous fool, thou troul'st* amiss : 
Thou err*st; that /a not the way, 'tis this : 
Thy hopes, instructed by thine eye. 
Make thee appear more near than I ; 
My floor is not so flat, so fine. 
And has more obvious rubs than thine ; 
'Tis true, my way is hard and strait. 
And leads me through a thorny gate. 
Whose rankling pricks are sharp and fell ; 
f The common way to Heaven's by hell, j 
Tis true, thy path is short and fair) 
And free of rubs : Ah ! fool, beware. 
The safest road's not always ev'n ; 
The way to hell 's a seeming Heav'n : 
Think'st thou the crown of glory's had 
With idle ease, fond Cyprian lad ? 
Think'st thou that mirth, and vain delights. 
High feed, and shadow- short'ning nights, 

* TruVstt i, e. roU a baU. 
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0. 



Sofl knees, full bags, and beds of downk 

Are proper prologues to a crown ? ^ 

Or canst thou hope ta come, and view, 

Like prosp'rous Ceesar, and subdue ? 

The bond-slave usurer will trudge. 

In spite of gouts, will turn a drudge, 

And serve his soul-condemning purse, 

T increase it with the widow's curse : 

And shall the crown of glory stand 

Not worth the waving of a hand ? 

The fleshl}^ wanton, to obtain 

His minute-lust, will count it gain 

To lose his freedom, his estate, 

Upon so dear, so sweet a rate. 

Shall pleasures thus be priz'd, and must 

HeavVs palm be cheaper than a lust ? 

The true-bred spark, to hoise* his name 

Upon the waxen wings of Fame> 

Will fight undaunted in a flood 

That *s rais'd with brackish drops and blood. 

And shall the promis'd^crown of life 

Be thought a toy, not worth a strife ? 

An easy good brings easy gains ; 

But things of price are bought with pains. 

The pleasing way is not the right : 

He that would conquer Heav*n must fight. 

* HoUef to hoisti or raise up. 
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BOOK 11. 




S, Hieron in Ep. 


• 


< 



No labour is hard, no time is long, wherein the glory 
of eternity is the mark we level at. 



St Greg. Lib. viii. Mor* 

The valour of a just man is, to conquer the flesh, 
to contradict his own will, to quench the delights 
of this present life, to endure and love the miseries 
of this world for the reward of a better, to contemn 
the flatteries of prosperity, and inwardly to overcome 
the fears of adversity. 



JSpig. 11. 

Cupid, if thy smoother way were right, 

1 should mistrust this crown were counterfeit 
The way 's not easy where the prize is great 
I hope no virtues^ where I smell no sweat 




k 



K 
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Galat. vi. 14. 



God forbid that I should glory, save in the cross. 



Can nothing settle my uncertain breast, 

And fix my rambling love ? 
Can my affections find out nothing best, 

But still and still remove ? 
Has earth no mercy ? Will no ark of rest 

Receive my restless dove ? 
Is there no good, than which there 's nothing higher, 

To bless my full desire 
With joys that never change ; with joys that ne'er 
Expire ? 



I wanted wealth ; and, at my dear request. 

Earth lent a quick supply : 
I wanted mirth, to charm my sullen breast ; 

And who more brisk than I ? 
I wanted fame, to glorify the rest ; 

My fame flew eagle-high : 
My joy not fully ripe, but all decay'd, 

Wealth vanish'd like a shade ; 
My mirth began to flag, my fame began to fade. 
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Pbov. xxvi. 11. 

As a dog reiumeih to his vomit, so a fool retumsth 

to hisfoUy. 

O, I am woonded ! and my wounds do smart 
Beyond my patience or great Chiron's art : 
I yield, I yield ; the day, the palm, is thine ; 
Thy bow 's more true, thy shaft 's more fierce, than 

mine. 
Hold, hold, O hold thy conqu'ring hand ! What need 
To send more darts ? the first has done the deed. 
Oft have we struggled, when our equal arms 
Shot equal shafts, inflicted equal harms ; 
But this exceeds, and with her flaming head, 
Twi-fork'd with death, has struck my conscience dead. 
But must I die ? Ah me ! if that were all. 
Then, then Fd stroke my bleeding wounds, and call 
This dart a cordial, and with joy endure: 
These harsh ingredients, where my griefs my cure. 
But something whispers in my dying ear. 
There is an after-day ; whtch day I fear. 
The slender debt to nature 's quickly paid, 
Discharg*d, perchance, with greater ease than made ; 



i 
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But if that pale-fac'd sergeant make arrest, 
Ten thousand actions would (whereof the least 
Is more than all this lower world can bail) 
Be enter*d and condemn me to the jail 
Of Stygian darkness, bound in red-hot chains. 
And grip'd with tortures worse than Tityan pains. 
Farewell, my yain, farewell, m}i loose delights ; 
Farewell, my rambling days,' my rev'ling nights : 
'Twas you betray*d me first, and, when ye found 
My soul at 'vantage, gave my soul the wound : 
Farewell, my bullion* gods, whose soy*reign looks 
So oflen catoh*d me with their golden hooks : 
Go, seek another slave; ye must all go ; 
I cannot serve my God and bullion too. 
Farewell, false Honour; you whose airy wings 
Did mount my soul above the thrones of kings ; 
Then flatter'd me, took pet, and, in disdain, 
Nipp'd my green buds : then kicked me down again : 
Farewell, my bow ; farewell, my Cyprian quiver ; 
Farewell, dear world ; farewell, dear world, for ever. 
O, but this most delicious world, how sweet 
Her pleasures relish ! ah I how jumpf they meet 
The grasping soul, and with their sprightly fire 
Revive and raise, and rouse the rapt desire ! 
For ever ? O, to part so long! what, never 
Meet more ? Another year, and then for ever : 
Too quick resolves do resolution wrong ; 
What part so soon, to be divorc'd so long ? 
Things to be done are long to be debated ; 
Heav'n's not decay'd. Repentance is not dated. 

* BMon, gold or silyer in the mast ; put for riches, 
t Jump, fit or tally with. 
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S, August lib, de UHL agen, Pcm, 

Go upi my soul, into the tribunal of thy conscience: 
there set thy guilty self before thyself: hide not thy- 
self behind thyself, lest God bring thee forth before 
thyself. 



S, August, in Soliloq. 

In vain is that washing, wherd the next sin defileth : 
he hath ill repented whose sins are repeated: that 
stomach is the worse for vomiting, that licketh up his 
vomit. 



Anselm, . 

God hath promised pardon to him that repenteth, 
but he hath not promised repentance to him that 
sinneth. 



Epig. 13. 



Brain-wounded Cupid, had this hasty dart, 
As it hath prick'd thy fancy, pierc'd thy heart, 
'T had been thy friend : O how hath it deceiv'd thee ! 
For had this dart but kiird, this dart has sav'dthee. 




/it-it H'fiifr Sfhli ,1 tise /^ain . fp/avif 



BOOK H.— EMBLEM XIV. 



Pbot. xxiv. 16. 



A just ^^^falleth s^en times, and Hseth up again - 
hut the wtcJced shall fall into mischief. ^ ' 

'Tis but a foil at. best, and that 's the most 

Your skill can boast : 
My slipp'ry footing faiFd me ; and you tript 

Just as I siipt : J"« mpc. 

My wanton weakness did herself betray 

With too much play : 

I w^ *lj^^^ ' ^® »ever yet stood sure 

That stands secure : ' . 

Who ever trusted to his native strength. 
But fell at length ? ^ 

The title's craz'd,* the tenure is not good, 

That claims by th' evidence of flesh and blood. 

Boast not thy skill ; the righteous man faUa oft. 

Yet falls but soft : ' 

There may be dirt to mire him, but no stones 

10 crush his bones : 
What if lie staggers ? nay, put case he be 

roil don his knee; 
That very knee wUl bend to Heav'n and woo 

For mercy too. 
The true-bred gamester ups afresh, and then 

rails to 't again; 

Whereas the leaden-hearted coward lies. 

And yields his conquered life, or craven'df dies. 

• Oroar'rf, ^eak. 
t CfVMN'iT, disbMrtcned, made to knock under. 
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Jeb. xxxii. 40. 

/ will put my fear in their hearts, that they shall not "* 

depart from me. 

So, now the soul* s sublim'd ; her sour desires ^ 

Are recalcin'd* in heav'n's well-temper d fires : 

The heart, restor'd and purg'd from drossj nature. 

Now finds the freedom of a new-bom creature : 

It lives another life, it breathes new breath ; 

It neither feels nor fears the sting of death : 

Like as the idle vagrant (having none). 

That boldly 'dopts+ each house he views his own ; 

Makes ev*ry purse his chequer ; ;|! and, at pleasure. 

Walks forth, and taxes all the world like Cesar ; 

At length, by virtue of a just command. 

His sides are lent to a severer hand ; 

Whereon his pass, not fully understood. 

Is texted in a manuscript of blood ; 

Thus pass'd from town to town, until he come 

A sore repentant to his native home : 

E'en so the rambling heart, that idly roves 

From crime to sin, and, uncontroU'd, removes 

From lust to lust, when wanton flesh invites 

From old- worn pleasures to new choice delights ; 

* ReealMd : to caDcile is, "with chymists, to burn to a cinder, 
t ' Dopts, adopts, or makes his own. 
X Chequer f exchequer, or treasury. 




f'/t^n fK S-.iyh . lAe Bfurf .trrrn-v R,/-//,/, Pi^W, .■ 
f'ftm If Ifrtn'n , b-j jAuf »■ it// /■,:<ii,/r . 
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At length corrected by the filial rod 

Of his offended, but his gracious GoD, 

And lash'd from sins to sighs ; and, by degrees, 

From sighs to vows, from vows to bended knees ; 

From bended knees to a true pensive breast ; 

From thence to torments, not by tongues exprest, 

Returns; and (from his sinful self exiFd) 

Finds a glad Father, He a welcome, child : 

O then it lives ; O then it lives involv'd 

In secret raptures ; pants to be dissolved : 

The royal offspring of a second birth 

Sets ope' to Heav'n, and shuts the door to earth : 

If love-sick Jove commanded clouds should hap 

To rain such show'rs as quicken*d Danae's lap ; 

Or dogs, (far kinder than their purple master) 

Should lick his sores ; he laughs nor weeps the faster. 

If Earth (Heav'n's rival) dart her idle ray ; 

To Heav'n 'tis wax, and to the world 'tis clay : 

If Earth present delights, it scorns to draw, 

But, like the jet* unrubb'd disdains that straw : 

No hope deceives it, and no doubt divides it ; 

No grief disturbs it, and no error guides it ; 

No fear distracts it, and no rage inflames it ; 

No guilt condemns it, and no folly shames it ; 

No sloth besots it, and no lust inthrals it ; 

No scorn afflicts it, and no passion galls it : 

* -M; black amber, which, rubbed, has an attractive quality. 
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It is a carknetf of inunortal life ; 

An ark of peace ; the lista^ of sacred strife ; 

A purer piece of endless transitory ; 

A shrine of grace ; a little throne, of glory ; 

A heav'n-bom offspringof a new<-bom.birth; 

An earthly heaven ; an ounoe of heav'nly earth. 



t Carknet, a necklace. 

t Idtttf a place endoioA for touniaBieiitSy racesy wreitilDgiy and 
other exercises. 



1 
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S, August de Spir. et Anima* 

O happy heart, where piety afiecteth, where humi- 
lity subjecteth, where repentance correcteth, where 
obedience directeth, where preseverance perfecteth, 
where power protecteth, where devotion projecteth, 
where charity connecteth. 



S, Greg. ' 

Which way soever the heart tumeth itself (if care- 
fully), it shall commonly observe, that in those very 
things we lose God, in those very things we shall 
find God : it shall find the heat of his power in con- 
sideration of those things, in the love of which things 
he was roost cold ; and by what things it feel pervert- 
ed, by those things it is raised converted. 



Epig. 15. 

My heart ! but wherefore do I call thee so ? 
I have renounced my interest long ago : 
When thou wert false and fleshly, I was thine ; 
Mine wert thou never till thou wert not mine. 






BOOK THE THIRD. 



THB ENTBBTAINMENT. 

All you whose better thoughts are newly born, 
And (rebaptiz'd with holy fire) can scorn 
The world's base trash, whose necks disdain to bear 
Th' imperious yoke of Satan ; whose chaste ear 
No wanton songs of Sirens can surprise 
With false delight ; whose more ^an eagle-eyes 
Can view the glorious flames of gold, and gaze 
On glittering beam? of honour, and not daze ;* 
Whose souls can spurn at pleasure, and deny 
The loose suggestions of the flesh ; draw nigh : 
And you, who^ie am'rous, whose select desires 
Would feel the warmth of those transcendent fires, 
Which (like the rising sun) put out the light 
Of Venus' star, and turn her day to night ; 
You that would love, and have your passions crown'd 
With greater happiness than can be found 
In your own wishes ; you, that would affect 
Where neither scorn, nor guile, nor disrespect 
Shall wound your tortur*d souls/ that would enjoy. 
Where neither want can pinch, nor fulness cloy ; 
Nor double doubt afflicts, nor baser fear 
Unflames your courage in pursuit ; draw near : 

* Daze; I. e. be dazzled. 
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Shake hands with* Earth, and let your soul respect 
Her joys no further than her joys reflect 
Upon her Maker's glory : if thou swim 
In wealth, see Him in all ; see all in Him : 
Sink'st thou in- want, and is thy small cruise spent ? 
See Him in want ; enjoy Him in content : 
Conceiv'st Him lodg'd in cross, or lost in pain ? 
In prayer and patience find Him out again : 
Make Heav'n thy mistress, let no change remove 
Thy loyal heart; be fond, be sick of Love. 
What if he stop his ear, or knit his brow ? 
At length he '11 be as fond, as sick, as thou : 
Dart up thy soul in groans; thy secret groan 
Shall pierce his ear, shall pierce his ear alone : 
Dart up thy soul in vows ; thy sacred vow 
Shall find him out, where Heav'n alone shall know :--. 
Dart up thy soul in sighs ; thy whisp'ring sigh 
Shall rouse his ears, and fear no list'ner nigh : > 
Send up thy groans, thy sighs, thy closet- vow ; 
There's none, there's none shall know but Heav'n and 

thou. 
Groans fresh'd with vows, and vows made salt with 

tears, 
Unscale his eyes, and scale his conquer'd ears : 
Shoot up the bosom shafts of thy desire, 
Feather'd with faith, and double-fork'd with fire, 
And they will hit : fear not, where Heav'n bids Come; 
Heav*n's never deaf but when man's heait is dumb. 

* Shake hands with; i, «« take leave of. 
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Isaiah xxvi. 9. 
yMy soul hath desired thee in the night. 

Good God ! what horrid darkness doth surround 

My groping soul ? how are my senses bound 

In utter shades, and, muffled from the light, 

Lurk in the bosom of eternal night ! 

The bold-fac'd lamp of Heav'n can set and rise. 

And with his morning glory fill the eyes 

Of gazing mortals ; his victorious ray 

Can chase the shadows, and restore the day : 

Night's bashfull empress, though she often wane, 

As oft; repents her darkness ; primes again ; 

And with her circling horns doth re-embrace 

Her brother's wealth, and orbs her silver face. 

But ah ! my sun, deep swallowed in his fall. 

Is set, and cannot shine, not rise at all : 

My bankrupt wane can beg nor borrow light ; 

Alas ! my darkness is perpetual night. 

Falls have their risings, wanings have their primes. 

And desp*rate sorrows wait their better times : 

Ebbs have their floods, and autumns have their 

springs': 
All states have changes hurried with the swings 
Of chance and time, still tiding to and fro : 
Terrestrial bodies, and celestiad too. 
How often have I vainly grop'd about. 
With lengthen'd arms, to find a passage out, 
That I might catch those beams mine eye desires, 
And bathe my soul in those celestial fires ! 
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Like as the hagard,* cloister'd in her mew,-}- 

To scour her downy robes, and to renew 

Her broken flagB4 preparing t* overlook 

The tim'rous mallard § at the sliding brook, 

Jetsll oft from perch to perch ; from stock^ to ground; 

From ground to window ; thus surveying round 

Her dove-befeather'd prison, till, at length, 

(Calling her noble birth to mind, and strength 

Whereto her wing was horn,) her ragged beak 

Nips off her dangling jesses,** strives to break 

Her jingling fetters, and begins to batef f 

At ev'ry glimpse, and darts at ev'ry grate : J J 

E'en so my weary soul, that long has been 

An inmate in this tenement of sin, 

Lock'd up by cloud-brow'd error, which invites 

My cloister'd thoughts to feed on black delights. 

Now scorns her shadows, and begins to dart 

Her wing'd desires at Thee, that only art 

The sun she seeks, whose rising beams can fright 

These dusky clouds that make so dark a night : 

Shine forth, great Glory, shine ; that I may see 

Both how to loath myself and honour thee : 

But, if my weakness force thee to deny 

Thy flames, yet lend the twilight of thine eye : 

If I must want those beams I wish, yet grant 

That I, at least, may wish those beams I want. 

* Hagardf a wild hawk. 

f Mew, a coop or cage. 

X Flags, wing-feathers. 

§ Mallard, a drake (water-fowl). 

II Jett, hops, 

% Stock, 'perch; that oa which a bird rests. 

** Jestes, leather thoags that tied on the bells. 

tt Bate, flatter her wings. 

tX Gra/e, lattice. 
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S, August, Soliloqu. Cap, zzxiii. 

There was a great and dark cloud of vanity before 
mine eyes, so that I could not see the sun of justice 
and the light of truth. I, being the son of darkness, 
was involved in darkness : I loved my darkness, be- 
cause I knew not thy light : I was blind, and loved 
my blindness, and did wc^k from darkness to darkness : 
but. Lord, thou art my GoD» who hast led me from 
darkness and the shadow of death ; hast called me 
into his glorious light, and, behold, I see. 



Epig. 1. 

« 
My soul, cheer up ; what if the night be long ? 
Heav'n finds an ear when sinners find a tongue. 
Thy tears are morning show'rs ; Heav'n bids me say, 
When Peter's cock begins to crow, 'tis day. 
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Psalm Ixix. 5. 



O Lord, thou knowest my foidishnegs, and my sins are 

not hid from thee. 



See' ST thou this fulsome idiot ? In what measure 

He seems transported with the antic pleasure 

Of childish baubles 1 Canst thou but admire 

The empty fulness of his vain desire ? 

Canst thou conceive such poor delights as these 

Can fill th* insatiate soul of man, or please 

The fond aspect of his deluded eye ? 

Reader, such very fools art thou and I : 

False puffs of honour ; the deceitful streams 

Of wealth ; the idle, vain, and empty dreams 

Of pleasure, are our traffic, and ensnare 

Our souls, the threefold subject of our care : 

We toil for trash, we barter solid joys 

For airy trifles, sell our Heav*n for toys : 

We snatch at barley-grains, whilst pearls stand by 

Despis'd ; such very fools art thou and I. 

Aim'st thou at honour ? does not th* idiot shake it 

In his left hand ? Fond man, step forth and take it : 

Or would'st thou wealth ? See how the fool presents 

thee 
With a full basket, if such wealth contents thee : 
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4- 



Would*st thou take pleasure ? If the fool unstride 

His prancing stallion, thou may'st up, and ride : 

Fond man, such is the pleasure, wealth and honour, 

That earth affords such fools as doat upon her ; 

Such is the game whereat earth's idiots fly ; I 

Such idiots, ah ! such fools, art thou and I : J 

Had rebel man*s fool-hardiness extended 

No further than himself, and there had ended, 

It had been just; but, thus, enrag'd to fly 

Upon th' eternal eyes of Majesty, 

And drag the Son of Glory from the breast 

Of his indulgent Father; to arrest 

His great and sacred person ; in disgrace 

To spit and spawl upon his sun-bright face ; 

To taunt him with base terms, and, being bound, 

To scourge his soft, his trembling sides ; to wound 

His head with thorns ; his heart with human fears ; 

His hands with nails, and his pale flank with spears ; 

And then to paddle in the purer stream 

Of his spilt blood, is more than most extreme : 

Great builder of mankind, canst thou propound 

AH this to thy bright eyes, and not confound 

Thy handy- work \ O ! canst thou choose but see, 

That mad'st the eye ? can ought be hid from thee ? 

Thou seest not what thou may'st, but what thou wilt : 

Thou seet our persons, Lord, and not our guilt ; 

The hand that form'd us is enforced to be 

A screen set up betwixt thy work and thee : 

Look, look upon that hand, and thou shalt spy 

An open wound, a thoroughfare for thine eye ; 

Or if that wound be clos'd, that passage be 

Deny'd between thy gracious eyes and me. 

Yet view the scar ; that scar will countermand 

Thy wrath : O read my fortune in thy hand. 
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S, Chrya. Horn, iv. Joan. 

Fools seem to abound in wealth, when they want 
all things; they seem to enjoy happiness, when in- 
deed they are only most miserable ; neither do they 
understand that they are deluded by their fancy, till 
they be delivered from their folly. 



S, Greg, in Mo. 

By 80 much the more are we inwardly foolish, by 
how much we strive to seem outwardly wise. 



Epig. 2. 

Rebellious fool, what has thy folly done ? 
Controird thy GoD, and crucify*d his Son. 
How sweetly has the Lord of life deceiv*d thee ! 
Thou shedd'st his blood, and that shed blood has 
sav'd thee. 



i 
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PeALM vi. 2. 

Have mercy. Lord, upon me, for I am weak s O 
Lord, heal me, for my hones are vexed. 

SOUL. JESUS. 



SouU Ah ! Son of David, help. 

Jes, What sinful cry 

Implores the Son of David ? 

Soul. It is L 

Jea. Who art thou ? 

SouL Oh ! a deeply wounded breast 

That's heavy laden, and would fain have rest. 

Jes. I have no scraps, and dogs must not be fed, 
Like household children, with the children's bread. ^ 

SouL True, Lord ; yet tolerate hungry whelp ^ 

To lick their crumbs : O, Son of David, help, 

Jes. Poor soul, what ail'st thou ? 

Soul. O I bum, I fry ; v 

I cannot rest ; I know not where to fly. 
To find some ease ; I turn my blubber'd face 
From man to man ; I roll from place to place ; 
T'avoid my tortures, to obtain relief. 
But still am dogg*d and haunted with my grief : 
My midnight torments call the sluggish light, 
And, when the morning's come, they woo the night. 
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Jes, Surcease thy tears, and speak thy free desires. 

SauL "Quench, quench my flames, and 'suage these 
scorching fires. 

Je$. Canst thou believe my hand can cure thy 
grief 1 

SouU Lord, I believe ; Losd ; help my unbelief. 

Jes. Hold forth thine arm, and let my fingers try 
Thy pulse : where, chiefly, doth thy torment lie ? 

Soul, From head to foot ; it reigns in ev'ry part. 
But plays the self-law'd tyrant in my heart. 

Jes, Canst thou digest? canst relish wholesome 
food? 
How stands thy taste ? 

Soul. To nothing that is good : 

All sinful trash, and earth's unsa^'ry stufi", 
I can digest, and relish well enough. 

Jes» Is not thy blood as cold as hot, by turns ? 

Soul. Cold to what's good; to what is bad it 
bums. 

Jes. How old 's thy grief? 

Soul I took it at the Fall 

With eating fruit. 

Jes* Tis epidemical : 

Thy blood's infected, and the infection sprung 
From a bad liver ; 'tis a fever strong. 
And full of death, unless with present speed 
A vein be open'd : thou must die, or bleed. 

Soul. O I am faint and spent: that lance that shall 
/Let forth my blood, lest forth my life withal : 
My soul wants cordials, and has greater need 
Of blood, than (being spent so far) to bleed : 
I faint already ; if I bleed I die. 

Jes. 'Tis either you must bleed, sick soul, or I: 
My blood's a cordial. He that sucks my veins 
Shall cleanse his own, and conquer greater pains 
Than these. Cheer up ; this precious blood of mine 
Shall cure thy grief; my heart shall bleed for thine. 
Believe, and view me with a faithful eye ; 
Thy soul shall neither languish, bleed, nor die. 
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S. AuguiU lAh. X. Omfe»s» 

LoRD^ be merciful unto me ! Ah me I behold» I hide 
not my wounds : thou art a Physician, apd I am sick ; 
thou art merciful, and I am miserable* 



St* Qfg4 «f» PasUraL 

O wisdom, with how sweet an art doth thy wine 
and oil restore health to my healthless soul ! How 
powerfully merciful/ how, mercifully powerful, art 
thou ! Powerful for me, merciful to me ! 



ur. 3. 



Canst thou be sick, and such a Doctor by ? 
Thou canst not live, unless thy Doctor die : 
Strange kind of grief, that finds no med'cine |Ood 
To 'suage her pains, but the Physician's blood ! 




Ffalin. 35.1a. 
JteAclil, VZcrd, ii\y Xaiuwani my Paii : 
t'vrqot. mff Sini'i rfj- eha^t'nmitJIaiiilrt.ftraiii 
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iPSALM XXV. 18. 

IdOok upon my ajffUetion and my pain, and forgive all 

my sins. 

Both work and strokes ! both lash and labour too ? 
What more coidd Edom or proud Ashur do ? 
Stripes after stripes ; and blows succeeding blows I 
Lord, has thy scourge no mercy, aiid my woes 
No end? my. pains no ease, no intermission ? 
Is this the state, is this the sad condition. 
Of those that trust thee t Will thy goodness please 
T' allow no other favours— none but these ? 
Will not the rhet'rio of my torments move ? 
Are these the symptoms, these the signs, of love ? 
Is 't not enough, enough that I fulfil 
The toilsome task of thy laborious mill ? 
May not this labour expiate and purge 
My sin, without th' addition of thy scourge ? 
Look on my cloudy brow, how fast it rains 
Sad showr's of sweat, the fruits of fruitless pains : 
Behold these ridges ; see what purple furrows 
Thy plough has made : O think upon those sorrows. 
That once were thine ; wilt, wilt thou not be woo'd 
To mercy by the charms of sweat and blood ? 
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Canst thou forget that drowsy mount, wherein 
Thy dull disciples slept? was not my sin 
There punish'd in thy soul 1 did not this brow 
Then sweat in thine ? were not those drops enow ? 
Remember Golgotha, where that spring-tide 
O'erflow'd thy sovereign sacramental side : 
There was no sin, there was no guile in thee, 
That call'd those pains : thou sweat'st, thou bledd*st 

for me. 
Was there not blood enough, when one small drop 
Had pow'r to ransom thousands worlds, and stop 
The mouth of Justice ? Lord, I bled before 
In thy deep wounds ; can Justice challenge more ? 
Or dost thou vainly labour to hedge in 
Thy losses from my sides ? My blood is thin. 
And thy free bounty scorns such easy thrift ; 
No, no, thy blood came not as loan, but gift. 
But must I ever ghnd ? and must I earn 
Nothing but stripes ? O wilt thou disaltem* 
The rest thou gay'st ? Hast thou perus'd the curse 
Thou laid'st on Adam's fall, and made it worse ? 
Canst thou repent of mercy ? Hear 'n thought good 
Lost man should feed in sweat, not work in blood : 
Why dost thou wound th' already wounded breast ? 
Ah me ! my life is but a pain at best ; 
I am but dying dust ; my days a span ; 
What pleasure tak'st thou in the blood of man ? 
Spare, spare thy scourge, and be not so austere ? 
Send fewer strokes, or lend more strength to bear. 

*DisdUemtStt aside the alternate ebanges itripe$ wmA rett, 
common to man. 
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S, Bern, in Horn. Ixxxi in Cant, 



Miserable man I who shall deliver me from the 
reproach of this shameful bondage ? I am a miserable 
man, but a free man : free, because a man ; miserable, 
because a servant : in regard of my bondage, miser- 
able ; in regard of my will, inexcusable : for my will, 
that was free, beslaved itself to sin, by assenting to 
sin ; for he that committeth sin is the servant to sin. 



Epig. 4. 



Tax not thy God : thine own defaults did urge 
This two-fold punishment; the mill, the scourge. 
Thy sin 's the author of thy self-tormenting : 
Thou grind'st for sinning ; sooiirg*d for not repenting. 
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Job* z. 9. vl 



Remember, I beseech thee, that thou hast made me as 
the cla^J and wilt taou bring me into dust again f 



Thus from the bosom of the new-made earth 
Poor man was delv'di* and had his unborn birth : 
The same the stuff; the self-same hand doth trim 
The plant that fades, the beast that dies, and him ! 
One was their Sire, one was their common mother ; 
Plants are his sisters^ and the beast his brother ; 
The elder too : beasts draw the self-same breath 
Wax old alike, and die the self-same breath 
Plants grow as he, with fairer robes array 'd ; 
Alike they flourish, and alike they fade : 
The beast in sense exceeds him ; and in growth, 
The three-ag'd oak doth thrice exceed them both. 
Why look*8t thou then so big, thou little span 
Of earth ? what art thou more in being man ? 
I,f but my great Creator did inspire 
My chosen earth with that diviner flre 
Of reason ; gave me judgment, and a will ; 
That to know good ; this, to choose good from ill : 
He put the reins of pow*r in my free hand, 
And jurisdiction over sea and land : 

* Dtffo'd dug. 
t /, Aye. 
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He gave me art to lengthen out my span 
Of life, and made me all in being man. 
I,'*' but that passion has committed treason 
Against the sacred person of thy reason : 
Thy judgment is corrupt ; perverse thy will ; 
That knows no good, and this makes choice of ill : 
The greater height sends down the deeper fall ; 
And good declined, turns bad, turns worst of all. 
Say then, proud inch of living earth, what can 
Thy greatness claim the more in being man ? 
O ! but my soul transcends the pitch of Nature, 
Borne up by th' image of her high Creator; 
Outbraves the life of Keason, and bears down 
<c Her waxen wings, kicks off her brazen crown. 
My earth's a living temple t' entertain 
The king of Glory, and his glorious train : 
How can I mend my title, then ? where can 
Ambition find a higher style than Man ? 
Ah ! but that ima^e is defac'd and soird ; 
Her temple's raz'd, her altars all defil'd ; 
Her vessels are polluted, and distain'd 
With loathed lust; her ornaments profan'd ; 
Her oil-forsaken lamps and hallow'd tapers 
Put out ; her incense breathes unsav'ry vapours : 
Why sweU'st thou then so big, thou little span 
Of earth ? what art thou more in being man ? 
Eternal Potter, whose blest hands did lay 
My coarse foundation from a sod of clay. 
Thou know'st my slender vesseFs apt to leak ; 
Thou know'st my brittle temper's prone to break : 
Are my bones Brazil, or my flesh of oak ? 
O, mend what thou hast made, what I have broke : 
Look, look with gentle eyes, and in thy day 
Of vengeance, Lobd, remember 1 am clay. 



* /,Aye. 
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^S'^ August. SoHloq. xxxii. 

Shall I ask, who made me ? It was thou that madest 
me, without whom nothing was made : Thou art 
my Maker, and I thy work. I thank thee, my Lord 
God, by whom I live, and by whom all things isub- 
sist, because thou madest me; I thank thee O my 
Potter, because thy hands have made me, because 
thy hands have formed me. 



Bpig. 5. 

Why swelFst thou, man, puflTd up with fame and 

purse? 
Th' art better earth, but bom to dig the worse : 
Thou cam'st from earth, to earth thou must return ; 
And art but earth, cast from the womb to th* urn. 
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Job vii. 20. 

/ have sinned; tthat shall I do unto thee, O thou 
preserver of men 9 why hast thou set me as a mark 
against thee 9 

LoBD, I have done ; and, Lord, I have misdone ; 

'Tis folly to contest, to strive with one 

That is too strong ; 'tis folly to assail 

Or prove an amii that will, that must, prevail. 

I 've done, I 've done ; these trembling hands have 

thrown 
Their daring weapons down : the day's thine own : 
Forbear to strike where thou hast won the field ; 
The palm, the palm is thine : I yield, I yield. 
These treacherous hands, that were so vainly bold 
To try a thriveless* combat, and to hold 
Self- wounding weapons up, are now extended 
For mercy from thy hand ; that knee that bended 
Upon her guardless guard,f doth now repent 
Upon this naked floor ; see, both are bent, 
And sue for pity : O, my ragged wound 
Is deep and desperate, it is drenched and drown'd 
In blood and briny tears : it doth begin 
To stink without, and putrefy within. 
Let that victorious hand, that now appears 
Just in my blood, prove gracious to my tears : 

* TkriveJesif onsnccesaful. 
t A term in fencing. 
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Thou great Preserver of presumptuous man, 
What shall I do ? ^what satisfaction can 
Poor dust and ashes make ? O, if that blood, 
That yet remains unshed, where half as good 
As blood of oxen ; if my death might be 
An offring to atone my God and me ; 
I would disdain injurious life, and stand 
A suitor, to be wounded from thy hand. 
But may thy wrongs be measur'd by the span 
Of life, or balanced with the blood of man ? 
No, no, eternal sin expects, for guerdon,* 
Eternal penance, or eternal pardon : 
Lay down thy weapons, turn thy wrath away. 
And pardon him that hath no price to pay : 
Enlarge that soul, which base presumption binds ; 
Thy justice cannot lose what mercy finds : 

thou, that wilt not bruise the broken reed. 

Rub not my sores, nor prick the wounds that bleed. 

Lord, if the peevish infemt fights, and flieSi 

With unpar'd weapons, at his mother's eyes. 

Her frowns (half-mix'd with smiles) may chance tp 

show 
An angry love-trick on his arm, or so ; 
Where, if the babe but make a lip, and cry. 
Her heart begins to melt, and, by-and-by. 
She coakesf hid dewy cheeks ; her babe she blessed. 
And chokes her language with a thousand kisses. 

1 am that child : lo, here I prostrate lie. 
Pleading for mercy ; I repent, and cry 
For gracious pardon : let thy gentle ears 

Hear that in words, what mothers judge in tears: 
See not my frailties. Lord, but through my fear. 
And look on ev'ry trespass through a tear : 
Then calm thine anger, and appear more mild ; 
Remember thou 'rt a Father, I a child. 

* QuerdoHt reward, 
f CoaJeaf soothes. 
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S» Bern* Ser. xzi. in CanU 

Miserable man! who shall deliver me from the 
reproach of this shameful bondage ? I am a miserable 
man, but a free man: free because like to God,; 
miserable, because against God. O, Keeper of man- 
kind, why hast thou set me as a mark against thee ? 
Thou hast set me, because thou hast not hindered 
me ! It is just that thy enemy should be my enemy, 
and that he who repugneth thee should repugn* me : I 
who am against thee, am against myself. 



Epig, 6. 

But form'd and fight? but bom, and then rebel ! 
How small a blast will make a bubble swell ! 
But dare the floor affront the hand that laid it ? 
So apt is dust to fly in 's face that made it. 



* Repugn, be against, or contrary to*. 
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Job xiii. 24. 

Wherefore hidest thou thy faccj and holdest me for 

thine enemy f 

Why dost thou shade thy lovely face ? O why 
Does that eclipsing hand so lon^ deny 
The sunshine of thy spul-enliv*ning eye ? 

Without that light, what light renaains in me ? 
Thou art my Life, my Way, my Light ; in thee 
I live, I move, and by thy beams I see. 

Thou art my Life ; if thou but turn away. 

My life's a thousand deaths : thou art my Way ; 

Without thee. Lord, I travel not, but stray. 

My Light thou art ; without thy glorious sight. 
Mine eyes are darkened with perpetual night : 
My God, thou art my Way, my Life, my Light. 

Thou art my Way ; I wander, if thou fly : 
Thou art my Ligljt ; if hid, how blind am I ! 
Thou art my Life ; if thou withdraw, I die. 

Mine eyes are blind and dark, I cannot see ; 
To whom, or whither, should my darkness flee. 
But to the Light ? and who's that Light but thee ? 




And hutf iwnirrr l/,.- Ctor.V^ ^f/iv fo^e . 
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My path is lost» my wandVing steps do stray ; 

I cannot safely go, nor safely stay : 

Whom should 1 seek but thee, my Path, my Way ? 

O, I am dead : to whom shall I, poor I, 

Repair ? To whom shall my sad ashes fly 

But Life ? And where is Life but in thine eye ? 

And yet thou turn'st away thy face, and fiy'st me ; 
And yet I sue for grace, and thou deny'st me : 
Speak, art thou angry, Lobd, or only try'st me ? 

Unscreen those heav'nly lamps, or tell me why 
Thou shad*st thy face : perhaps thou think'st no eye 
Can view those flames, and not drop down and die. 

If that be all, shine forth, and draw the nigher; 
Let me behold and die, for my desire 

Is, phc^nix-like, to perish in tiiat fire. 

• ■ ■ 

Death-conquer'd Lazarus was redeem*d by thee : 
If I am dead, Lobd, set Death's pris'ner free ; 
Am I more spent, or stink I worse than he ? 

If my pufl^d life be out, give leave to tine* 
My flameless snuff* at that bright lamp of thine : 
O what's thy light the less for lighting mine ? 

If I have lost my path, great Shepherd, say. 
Shall I still wander in a doubtful way ? 
LoBD, shall a lamb of Israel's sheepfold stray ? 

Thou art the pilgrim's path ; the blind man's eye ; 
The dead man's life : on thee my hopes rely : 
If thou remove, I err, I grope, I die. 

Disclose thy sunbeams, close thy wings, and stay ; 
See, see how I am blind, and dead, and stray, 
O thou that art my Light, my Life, my Way. 

* Tintf to light up. 
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Si. August Soliloq* Cap. i. 

Why dost thou hide thy face? Haply thou wilt 
say^ None can see thy face and live : Ah, Lobd, let 
me die, that I may see thee ^ let me see thee, that I 
may die : I would not live, but die : that I may 
see Christ, I desire death ; that I may live with 
Christ, I despise life. 

Amehn, Med. Cap. r. 

O excellent hiding, which is become my perfeetion! 
My God, thou hidest thy treasure, to kindle my de- 
sire ; thou hidest the pearl, to inflame the seeker ; 
thou delayest to give* that thou mayeet teach me to 
importune; seemest not to hear^ to make me per- 
serere. 



L# 7 



If Heay*n'8 all-quick'ning eyes vouchsafe to shine 
Upon our soialsy we slight ; if not. We whine : 
Our equinoctial hearts can never lie 
Secure beneath the tropics of that eye. 
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Jbr. iz. 1. 

Oh that my head were waters and mine eyes a foun' 
tain oftears^ that I might weep day and night. 

THAT mine eyes were springs, and could transform 
Their drops to seas, my sighs into a storm 

Of zeal, and sacred violence, wherein 

This laboring vessel, laden with her sin. 

Might suffer sudden shipwreck, and he split 

Upon that Rock, where my drench'd soul may sit, 

0*erwhelm'd with plenteous passion : O, and there 

Drop, drop into an everlasting tear ! 

Ah me ! that ev'ry sliding vein that wanders 

Through this vast isle, did work her wild meanders 

In brackish tears instead of blood, and swell 

This flesh with holy dropsies, from whose well. 

Made warm with sighs may fume my wasting breath, 

Whilst I dissolve in steams and reek'*' to death ! 

These narrow sluices of my dribUingeyes 

Are much too strait for those quick springs that rise, 

And houtly fill my temples to the top ; 

1 cannot shed for ev'ry sin a drop. 



* jReeit, to wear away ; as, " His siolmess, ntkBy Mm. 
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Great Builder of mankind^ why hast thou sent 

Such swelling floods, and made so small a yent ? 

O that this flesh had been composed of snow. 

Instead of earth ; and bones of ice ; that so. 

Feeling the fenrour of my sin, and loathing 

The fire I feel, I might be thaw'd to nothing I ^ 

thou that didst, with hopeful joy, entomb 
Me thrice three moons in thy laborious womb. 

And then, with jo3rful pain, broughfst forth a son, >J 

What, worth thy labour, has thy labour done ? | 

What was there, ah I what was there in my birth 

That could deserve the easiest smile of mirth ? 

A man was born : alas ! and what's a man ? 

A scuttle full of dust, a measured span 

Of flitting time ; a fumish'd pack,* whose wares 

Are sullen grieb, and soul-tormenting cares : 

A Tale of tears; a vessel tunn'd with breath, ^ 

By sickness broach'd, to be drawn out by death : 

A hapless, helpless thing, that, bom, does cry 

To feed; that feeds to live ; that lives to die. 

Great God and Man, whose eyes spent drops so often 

For me, that cannot weep enough, O soften 

These marble brains, and strike this flinty rock ; ' 

Or, if the music of thy Peter's cock 

Will more prevail, fill, fill my heark'ning ears v^ 

With that sweet sound, that I may melt in tears : 

1 cannot weep until thou broach mine eye ; 
O give me went, or else I burst, and die. 

* PMk, a boiuLle or pared of commoditiM packed up. 
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S, Ambros. in PsaL cxviii. 

He that commits sins to be wept for, cannot weep 
for sins committed ; and, being himself most lament- 
able, hath no tears to lament his offences. 



Nazianz. Orat iii* 

Tears are the deluge of sin, and the world's 
sacrifice. 



S, Hierom. in JSsaiam. 

Prayer appeases God, but a tear compels him 
that moves him, but this constrains him. 



Epig. 8. 



Earth is an island ported round with fears ; 
The way to Heav'n is through the sea of tears : 
It is a stormy passage, where is found 
The wreck of many a ship, but no man drown*d. 
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PsALif zxviii. 5. 

The sorrows of hell compcLSsed me about^ cmd the 
snares of death prevented me. 

Is not this type well cut ! in ev'ry part 

Fall of rich cunning? fill'd with Zeuzian ait^ 

Are not the hunters, and their Stygian hounds, 

Limn'd full to th* life ? Didst ever hear the sounds. 

The music, and the lip-divided breaths. 

Of the sttong-winded horn, recheats,* and deaths, 

Done more exact ? th* infernal Nimrod*s halloo ? 

The lawless purlieus ?f and the game they follow ? 

The hidden engines ? and the snares that lie 

So undiscover'd, so obscure to th* eye ? 

The new-drawn net, and her entagled prey ? 

And him that closes it ? Beholder, say, 

Is 't not well done ? seems not an em'lous strife 

Betwixt the rare cut picture and the life ? 

These perlieu men are devils ; and the hounds 

CThose quick-nos'd cannibals that scour the grounds) 

Temptations ; and the game these fiends pursue 

Are human souls, which still they have in view ; 

Whose fury if they chance to 'scape by flying, 

The skilful hunter plants his net, close lying 

Reeheats, (a hunting term J when the horn blows to a retreat 
from a false scent. 

t PttWieus, forbidden gnmnd. 




J,,,/ /am «;;'..t P.:;/s .■.■n,f..,fv „, ■ ,„-,.««,/ , 



BOOK III* EMBLEMS. 5 

On th* unsuspected earth, baited with treasure. 
Ambitious honour, and self-wasting pleasure ; 
Where, if the soul but stoop, Death stands prepared 
To draw the net, and, drawn, the soul's insnar'd. 
Poor soul ! how art thou hurried to and fro I 
Where canst thou safely stay? where safely go I 
If stay ; these hot-mouth'd hounds are apt to tear thee : 
If go : the snares enclose, the nets insnare thee : 
What good in this bad world has pow'r t' invite thee 
A willing guest 1 wherein can earth delight thee ? 
Her pleasures are but itch ; her wealth but cares ; 
A world of dangers, and a world of snares : 
The close pursuer's busy hands do plant 
Snares in thy substance ; snares attend thy want : 
Snares in thy credit; snares in thy disgrace ; 
Snares in thy high estate ; snares in thy base ; 
Snares tuck thy bed ; and snares surround thy board; 
Snares watch thy thoughts ; and snares attach thy word ; 
Snares in thy quiet ; snares in thy commotion ; 
Snares in thy diet ; snares in thy devotion ; 
Snares lurk in thy resolves, snares in thy doubt ; 
Snares lie within thy heart, and snares without ; 
Snares are above thy head, and snares beneath ; 
Snares in thy sickness ; snares are in thy death. 
Oh I if these purlieus be so full of danger, 
GrefLt God of hearts, the world's sole sov'reign Ranger, 
Preserve thy deer ; and let my soul be blest 
In thy safe forest, where I seek for rest ; 
Then let the hell-hounds roar, I fear no ill ; 
Rouse me they may, but have no pow'r to kill. 

VOL. II. c 
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S, Ambros* Lib. iv. in Cap. iv. Luca, 

The reward of honours, the heij^ht of power, the 
ddicaoy of diet, and the beauty of a harlot, are the 
snares q{ the devil. 



S. Ambrose de Bono Mortis. 

Whilst thou seekest pleasures^ thou runnest into 
snares ; for the eye of the harlot is the snare of the 
adulterer. 



Savanar, 

' In eating, he sets before us gluttony ; in genera- 
tion, luxury; in labour, sluggishness; in conrersing, 
envy; in governing, covetousnesa; in oorrecting, 
anger ; in honour, pride ; in the heart he sets evil 
thoughts; in the mouth, evil words; in actions, evil 
works; when awake, he moves us to evil actions; 
when a sleep, to filthy dreams* 



Epig. % 



Be sad, my heart ! deep dangers wait thy mirth ; 
Thy soul's waylaid by sea, by hell, by earth : 
Hell has her hounds ; earth, sna]:es ; the sea» d shelf; 
But, most of all, my heart beware thyself. 
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PSA.LU oxliii. 2. 

4 ' 

Enter not. into ^udgemmnt with thy Bervant ; Jbr in thy 
tight shcdl no man living he. justified, 

JEgUsi JUSTICE. ftlNKBB. 

Jee, Bbi)n:g forth the pris'ner^ jFustice. 

Just. Thy commands 

Are done, just Judge : see, here the pris'ner stands. 

Je$. What has the pris'ner done ? Say what's the 
cause 
Of his commitment ? 

Just. He hath broke the laws 

Of his top-gracious God ; conspir'd the death 
Of that great Majesty that gave him breath ; 
And heaps transgression, Lo&d, upon trangression. 

Jes. How know'st thou this ? 

Jtut* E'en by his own confession : 

His sins are crying ; and they cry'd aloud : 
They cryd to Heav'n ; they cry'd to Heav'n for 
blood. 

Jes. What say'st thou, sinner? hast thou ought to 
plead 
That sentence should not pass ? Hold up thy head. 
And show thy brazen, thy rebellious face. 

Sin, Ah me \ I dare not : I 'm too vile and base 
To tread upon thy earth much more to lift 
Mine eyes to Heav'n : I need no other shrift"*^ 
Than my own consdence : Lord, I must confess, 
I am no more than dust* and no whit less 

* Shrifts confcBBion: an old word for auriciUar confeMion with 
Papitts. 
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PsALH Ixiz. 15. 

Let not the water-floed over/hw mef neither let the deep 

ewalhw me up. 

The world's a sea : my flesh a ship that's mann'd 

With laboring thoughts^ and steer'd by Reason's hand: 

My heart's the seaman's card,'*' whereby she sails ; 

My loose afiections are the greater sails : 

The top-sail is my fancy ; and' the gusts 

That fill these wanton sheets are worldly lusts : 

Pray'r is the cable, at whose end appears 

The anchor Hope, ne'er slipp'd but in our fears : 

My wiir s th' unconstant pilot, that commands 

The stagg'ring keel ; my sins are like the sands : 

Repentance is the bucket ; and my eye 

The pump, unus'd (but in extremes) and dry : 

My conscience is the plummet, that doth press 

The deeps, but seldom cries, A fathom less : 

Smooth calm's security ; the gulf, despair ; 

)L yfreight's corruption, and this life's my fare : 

My soul's the passenger, confus'dly driv'n 

From fear to fright; her landing port is Heav'n. 

My seas are stormy, and my ship doth leak ; 

My sailors rude ; my steersman faint and weak : 

* Card, tkeet, cable; lea tcrmt, all of them proper and bcavtiM* 
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My caavass torn, it flaps from side to side : 
My cable's crack'd ; my anchor's slightly ty'd: 
My pilot's craz'd ; my shipwreck sands are chok'd ; 
My bucket's broken, and my pump is chok'd; 
My calm's deceitful, an<Lmy gulf too near ; 
My wares are slubber'd, and my fare's too dear : 
My plummet's light, it cannot sink nor sound ; 
Oh shall my rock-bethreaten'd soul be drown'd ? 
Lord, still the seas, and shield my ship from harm ; 
t Instruct my sailors, guide my steersman's arm : 
\ Touch thou my compass, and renew my sails ; 
] Send stiffer courage, or send milder gales : 
I Make strong my cable, bind my anchor faster ; 
Direct my pilot, and be thou his master : 
Object the sands to my more serious view ; 
Make sound my bucket, bore my pump anew : 
New-cast my plummet, make it apt to try 
Where the rocks lurk, and where the quicksands lie ; 
Guard thou the gulf with love, my calms with care ; 
Cleanse thou my freight ; accept my slender fare ; 
Refresh the sea*sick passenger ; cut short 
His voyage ; Ifmd him in his wished port : 
Thou, thou whom winds and stormy seas obey„ 
That through the deeps gav'st grumbling Isr'el way. 
Say to my soul, Be safe ; and then mine eye 
Shall scorn grim Death, although grim Death stand by, 
O thou whose strength-reviving arm did cherish 
Thy sinking Peter, at the point to perish, 
/ Reach forth thy hand, or bid me tread the wave ; 
f 1 11 come, I '11 come : the voice that calls will save. 
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S. Ambros* ApoL post, pro Bamd, Cap, iii« 

The confluence of lusts make a great tempest) 
which in this sea disturbeth the seafaring soul, that 
reason cannot govern it. 



S. August, Soliloq. Cap. xxxv. 

We labour in a boisterous sea : thou standest upon 
the shore, and aeest our dangers give us grace to 
hold a middle course between Scylla and Charybdis, 
that, both dangers escaped, we may arrive at our port 
secure. 



Epig, 11. 

My soul, the seas are rough, and thou a stranger 
In these false coasts ; keep aloof; there's danger : 
Oast forth thy plummet ; see, a rock appears ; 
Thy ship wants sea-room ; make it with thy tears. 




Job 14, 1^ 

C.'t/iat fei'll/ii.rome .vrcrrt /i/ari' '■.v/i^-rr . 
V- 1,,^^ m.- /•// rhf li,:-- ,firf„f/, /;■ .; V .' 
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Job ziv. 13. 

O that thou wmUdnt hide me in the gravet Aat thou 
taouUest keep me in secret, until thy wrath he past. 

O WHITHEB shall I flee ? what path untrod 
Shall I seek out, to 'scape the flaming rod 
Of my offended, of my angry God ? 

Where shall I sojourn ? what kind sea will hide 
My head from thunder ? where shall I abide. 
Until his flames be quench-d or laid aside ? 

What if my feet should take their hasty flight. 
And seek protection in the shades of night ? 
Alas ! no shades can blind the God of light. 

What if my soul should take the wings of day. 
And find some desert ? If she spring away. 
The wings of Vengeance clip'*' as fast as ^ey. 

What if some solid rock should entertain 
My frighted soul ? Can solid rocks restrain 
The stroke of Justice, and not deave in twain ! 

Nor sea, nor shade, nor shield, nor rock, nor cave. 

Nor silent deserts, nor the sullen grave, 

Where flame-ey'd Fury means to smite, can save* 

* Clfpi ent the air, cnr fly. 



14 EMBLEMS. BOOK III. 



The seas will part, graves open, rocks will split ; 
The shield will cleaye ; the freighted shadows flit; 
Where Justice aims, her fiery darts must hit. 

No, no, if stem-brow'd Vengeance means to thunder. 
There is no place aboye^ beneath nor under. 
So close, but will unlock, or riye m sunder. 

'Tis vain to flee ; 'tis neitlier here nor there 
Can 'scape that hand until that hand forbear ; 
Ah me ! where is he not; that's ev'ry where ! 

'Tis vain to flee ; till gentle Mercy show 

Her better eye, the farther off we go. 

The swing of Justice deals the metier blow. 

Th' ingenuous child, corrected, doth not fly 
His angry mother's ha^d, but clings more nigh. 
And quenches with his tears her flaming eye. 

Shadows are faithless, and the rocks are fiilse; 
No trust in brass, no trust in marble walls ; 
Poor cots are e*en as safe as princes' halls. 

(jreat God ! there is no safety here below ; 

Thou art my fortress, though thou seem'st my foe ; 

'Tis thou, that strik'st the stroke, must guard the blow. 

Thou art my GoD, by thee I fell or stand ; 
Thy grace hath ^v'n me courage to withstand 
All tortures but my Conscience, and thy hand. 

I know thy justice is th3rself ; I know. 
Just Gon, thy very self is mercy too ; 
If not to thee, where, whither should I go ? 

Then work thy will ; if passion bid me flee, 
My reason shall obey ; my wings shall be 
Stretch'd out no further than from Thee to Thee. 
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S. August in PsdL xxx. 

Whither fly I ? to what place can I safely fly ? i 
to what mountain? to what den? to what strong 
house ? what castle shall I hold ? what walls shall 
hold me ? whithersoever, I go, myself followeth me : 
for whatsoever thou fliest, O man, thou, mayest> but 
thy own conscience : wheresoever , O Lobd, I go, I 
find thee, if angry; a revenger ; if appeased, a Re- 
deemer : what way have I, but to fly from Thee to 
Thee ? That thou mayest avoid thy God, address thee 
to thy LoBD. 



Ep^^ 12. 

Hath Vengeance found thee ? can thy fears command 
No rocks to shield thee from her thund'ring hand ? 
Know'st thou not where to 'scape ? I '11 tell thee 

where : 
My soul, make clean thy conscience ; hide thee there. 



1{%1% 
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Job. X. 20. 

Are not my dayt few f cease Ihen^ and lei me alone^ 
that I may take comfort a little. 



Mt glass is half unspent; forbear t' arrest 
My thriftless day too soon : my poor request 
Is that my glass may run but out the rest. 

My time-devoured minutes will be done 
Without thy help ; see, see how swift they run : 
Cut not my thread before my thread be spun. 

The gain*8 not great I purchase by this stay ; 
What loss sustain'st thou by so small delay. 
To whom ten thousand years are but a day ? 

My following eye can hardly make a shift 
To count my winged hours ; they fly so swift. 
They scarce deserve the bounteous name of gift. 

The secret wheels of hurrying Time to give 
So short a warning, and so fast they drive. 
That I am dead before I seem to live. 

And what^s a life ? A weary pilgrimage. 
Whose glory, in one day, doth fill the stage 
With childhood, manhood, and decrepid sge. 
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And what 's a life ? The flourishing array 
Of the proud summer-meadow, which to-day 
Wears her green plush, and is, to-morrow, hay. 

And what's a life ^ A blast sustain'd with clothing, 
Maintain'd with food, retain'd with vile self-loathing, 
Then weary of itself, again'd to nothing. 

Read, on this dial, how the shades devour 
My short-liv'd winter's day; hour eats up hour ; 
Alas ! the total's but from eight to four. 

Behold these lilies, (which thy hands have made 

Fair copies of my lite, and open laid 

To view,) how soon they droop, how soon they fade ! 

Shade not that dial night will blind too soon ; 
My non-ag'd day already points to noon : 
How simple is my suit ! how small my boon ! 

Nor do I beg this slender inch, to while 

The time away, or falsely to beguile 

My thoughts with joy ; here's nothing worth a smile. 

No, no : 'tis not to pleaae my wanton ears 
With frantic mirth ; I beg but hours, not years 
And what thou giv'st me I will give to tears. 

Draw not that soul which would be rather led ; 
That seed has yet not broke my serpent's head ; 

shall I die before my sins are dead? 

Behold these rags ; am I a fitting guest 

To taste the dainties of thy royal feast. 

With hands and face unwash'd> ungirt, unblest ? 

First, let the Jordan ftreams (that find supplies 

From the deep fountain of my heart) arise, 

A.nd cleanse my spots^ and clear my lep'rous eyes, 

1 have a world of sins to be lamented ; 

I have a sea of tears that must be vented : 
O spare till then ; and th^n I die contented. 

VOL. IX. D ' 
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S. Augftit. Lib, vii. de Civit* Dei. Cap, x. 

The time wherein we live is taken from the fipace 
of our life ; and what remaineth is daily made less and 
less« insomuch that the time of our life is nothing but 
a passage to death. 



S, Greg. Lib. ix. Mor. Cap. xliv. in Cap. x. Job. 



As moderate afflictions bring tears, so immoderate 
take away tears ; insomuch that sorrow, becometh no 
sorrow, which, swallowing up the mind of the afflict- 
ed, taketh away the sense of the affliction. 



E^ig. 13. 

Fear'st thou to go when such an arm invites thee r 
Dread'st thou thy loads of sin ? or what affrights 

thee? 
If thou begin to fear, thy fear begins : 
Fool, can he bear thee hence^ and not thy sins ? 
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i*iwpi^**i»«i» 



• Dbut. xxxii. 29. 

O that they were wise, that they understood this, that 
they woukt consider their latter end f 



FLE$B. SPIRIT, 

FL What means my sister's eyes so oft to pass 
Through the long entry of that optic glass ? 
Tell me ; what secret virtue doth invite 
Thy wrinkled eye to such unknown delight ? 

Sp. It helps the sight, makes things remote appear 
In perfect view; it draws the object near. 

FL What sense-delighting objects dost thou spy ? 
What doth that glass present before thine eye ? 

Sp. I see thy foe, my reconciled friend. 
Grim Death, e'en standing at the glass's end : 
His left hand holds a branch of palm ; his right 
Holds forth a two-edg'd sword. 

FL A proper sight F 
And is this all ? doth thy prospective please 
Th' abused fancy with no shapes but these ? 

S^. Yes, I behold the darkened sun bereav'n 
Of all his light ; the battlements of Heav'n 
Swelt'ring in flames ; the-angel-guarded Son 
Of glory on his high tribunal throne : 
I sea a brimstone sea of boiling fire, 
And fiends', with knotted whips of flaming wire. 
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PsALKxxxi. 10. 
My life u spent with grief, and my year& with sighing. 

What sullen star rul'd my untimely birth. 
That would not lend my days one hour of mirth ? 
How oft have these bare knees bten bent, to gain 
The slender alms of one poor smile, in vain ! 
How often, tir'd with the fastidious light, 
Have my faint lips implored the shades of night ! 
How oflen have my nightly torments pray'd 
For lingering twilight, glutted with the shade ! 
Day worse than night, night worse than day, appears 
In fears I spend my nights, my days in tears : 
I moan unpitied, groan without relief; 
There is nor end nor measure of my grief. 
The smiling flow*r salutes the day ; it grows 
Untouched with care ; it neither spins nor sows : 
O that my tedious life were, like this flow'r, 
Or freed from grief, or finished with an hour ! 
Why was I born ? why was I born a man ? 
And why proportioned by so large a span ? 
Or why suspended from the common lot. 
And, being born to die, why die I not 
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Ah me ! why is my sorrow-wasted breath 

Denied the easy privilege of death ? 

The branded slave, that tugs the weary oar. 

Obtains the sabbath of a welcome shore : 

His ransom'd stripes are heal'd ; his native soil 

Sweetens the mem'ry of his foreign toil ; 

But ah ! my sorrows are not half so blest ; 

My labour finds no point, my pains no rest : 

I barter sighs for tears, and tears for groans. 

Still vainly rolling Sisyphean stones. 

Thou just observer of our flying hours, 

That, with thy adamantine fangs, devours 

The brazen monuments of renowned kings. 

Doth thy glass stand ? or be thy moulting wings 

Unapt to fly ? if not, why dost thou spare 

A willing breast ; a breast that stands so fair ; 

A dying breast, that hath but only breath 

To beg a wound, and strength to crave a death ; 

O that the pleased Heav'ns would once dissolve 

These fleshly fetters, that so fast involve 

My hamper'd soul ! then should my soul be blest 

From all these ills, and wrap her thoughts in rest : 

Till then my days are months, my months are years ; 

My years are ages, to be spent in tears : 

My grief's entail'd upon my wasteful breath 

Which no recov'ry can cut ofl*, but death. 

Breath drown in cottages, pufTd out in thrones, 

Begins, continuesi and concludes, in groans. 
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Innoant de VUUaU Camdii. A 



O who win give mine eyes a fountain of tears, that 
I may bewail tho miseraMe iagnm of nan's oondi* 
tion ; the sinfid progieas in Bian's cooTonatioik; the 
damnable egress in man's dissolution ? I will consider 
with tears, whereof man was made* what man doth, and 
and what man is to do Alas ! he is formed of earth, 
conceived in sin» horn to niushmenfc : he doith evil 
things, which are not lawful ; he doth filthy things^ 
which are not decent ; he dotii vain things, which are 
not expedient. 



j^ng. 15. 

My heart, thy life's a debt.by bound, which bears 
A secret date ; the use* is groans and tears : 
Plead not ; usurious Nature will have all. 
As well the int'rest as the principal. 



* Vi€, interest. 
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E M B L E M I. 



Rom. vii. 23. 



/ s$9 another law in my members^ warring against the 
law of my mind, and bringing me into captivity to 
the law of sin. 



HOW my will is hurried to and fro, 
And how my unrcsolv'd resolves do vary ! 

1 know not where to fix ; sometimes I go 

This way, then that, and then the quite contrary : 
I like, dislike ; lament for what I could not : 
I do, undo ; yet still dp what I shoi^ld not ; 
And, at the self- same instant, will the thing I would 
not. 



Thus are my weather-beaten thoughts opprest ^ 

With th' earth-bred winds of my prodigious will; 
Thus am I hourly tos^ from east to west 
Upon the rolling sjtreams of good and ill : 
Thus am I driv'n upon these slipp'ry suds, 
From real ills to false apparent goods ; 
My life 's a troubled sea, compos'd of ebbs and floods. 
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The curious penman, having trimm'd his page 

With the dead language of his dabbled quill. 
Lets fall a heedless drop ; then, in a nwze, 
Cashiem the fruits of his unlucky skfll : 
E'en so my pregnant soul in th' infant bud 
Of her best thoughts^xhow'rs down a coal-black 
flood 
Of unadvised ills, and cancels all her good. 

Sometimes a sudden flash of sacred heat 

Warms my chill soul, and sets my thoughts in frame ; 
But soon that fire is shoulder'd from her seat 
By lustful Cupid's much inferior flame. 
I feel two flamed, and yet no flame entire ; 
Thus are the mongrel thoughts of mixt desire 
Consum'd between that heav'nly and this earthly fire. 

Sometimes my trash-disdaining thoughts outpass 

The common period of terrene* conceit ; 
O then methinks I scorn the thing I was, 
Whilst I stand ravish'd at my new estate : 
But wheii th' Icarian wings of my desire 
Feel but the warmth of their own native fire, 

then they melt and plunge within their wonted mire. 

1 know the nature of my wav'ring mind ; 

I know the frailty of my fleshly will : 
My passion's eagle-ey'd; my judgment blind ; 
I know what's good, but yet make choice of ill. 
When th^ ostrich wings of my desire shall be 
So dull, they cannot mount the least degree. 
Yet grant my soul desire but of desiring Thee. 



* Termu, earthly. 
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S, Bern. Med. ix. 

My heart is a vain heart, a vagabond and instable 
heart; while it is led by its own judgment, and, 
wanting divine counsel, oannot subsist in itself; and 
whilst it divers ways seeketh rest, findeth none, but 
remaineth miserable through labour and void of peace: 
it agreeth not with itself, it dissenteth from itself: it 
altereth resolutions, changeth the judgment, frameth 
sew thoughts, pulleth down the old, and buildeth 
them up a^ain : it willeth and willeth not, and never 
remaineth m the same state. 



S* August de Verb. AposU 

When it would, it cannot ; because, when it might, 
it would not : therefore by an evil will man lost his 
good power. 



Epig. 1. 

My soul, how are thy thoughts disturb'd, confin'd, 
Enlarg'd betwixt thy members and thy mind I 
Fix here or there ; thy doubt-depending cause 
Can ne'isr except one verdict 'jtwixt two laws. 



BOOK IV.— EMBLEM II . 



Psalm oxix. 5. 



O that my ways were directed to keep thy statutes ! 



Thus I, the object of the world's disdain, 

With pilgrim pace, surround the weary earth : 

I only relish what the world counts vain ; 

Her mirth's my grief; her sullen grief my mirth ; 
Her light my darkness ; and her truth my error ; 

Her freedom is my gaol ; and her delight my terror. 

Fond earth I proportion not my seeming love 
To my long stay; let not thy thoughts deceive 
thee; 
Thou art my prison, and my home's above ; 
My life's a preparation but to leave thee : 
Like one that seeks a door I walk about thee : 
With thee I cannot live ; I cannot live without thee. 

The world's a lab'rinth, whose anfractuous* ways 
Are all composed of rubs and crook'd meanders : 
No resting here ; he 's hurried back that stays 
A thought ; and he that goes unguided, wanders : 
Her way is dark ; her path untrod, unev'n ; 
So hard's the way from earth ; so hard's the way to 
Heav'n. 

* Anfractuous f intricate. 
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This gyring* laVrinth is betrencb d about 

On either hand with streams of sulph'rous fire. 

Streams closely sliding, erring in and out, 
But seeming pleasant to the fond descrier ; 
Where, if his footsteps trust their own invention. 

He falls without redress, and sinks beyond dimension. 

Where shall I seek a guide ?. where shall I meet 
Some lucky hand to lead my trembling paces ? 

What trusty lantern will direct my feet 

To 'scape the danger of these dangerous places ? 
What hopes have I to pass without a guide 

Where one gets safely through, a thousand fall beside. 

An unrequested star did gently slide 

Before the wise men to a greater light : 
Backsliding Israel found a double guide ; 
A pillar, and a cloud ; by day by night: 
Yet in my desp'rate dangers, which be far 
More great than theirs, I have nor pillar, cloud, nor 
star. 

O that the pinions of a cliping* dove 

Would cut my passage through the empty air ; 
Mine eyes being seaVd, how would I mount above 
The reach of danger and forgotten care ! 

My backward eyes should ne'er commit that 
fault, 
Whose lasting guilt should build a monument of salt. 

Great God, that art the flowing spring of light. 
Enrich .mine eyes with thy refulgent ray ! 

Thou art my path ; direct my steps aright ; 
I have no other light, no other way : 
111 trust my God, and him alone pursue ; 

His law shall be my path, his heav'nly light my clue^ 

* Oyringf full of tnniings. 
* cupping, swift, flying. 
▼OL. IX. E 
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O LoBD, who aart the Light, the Way, the Truth, 
the Life ; in whom there is no darknew, error, mnit j, 
nor deaUi : the Li^ht, without which ^ese is dark- 
ness ; the Way, without whieh there is weadiering ; 
the Truth;i without which there is error; the Uue, 
without which there is death : say. Lord, ^ Let there 
be light/ and I shall see light, and eschew darkness ; 
I shall see the way and avoid wunderi^; I 
shall see the truth, and shun error; lehall see life, 
and escape death : illuminate, O illuminate my blind 
soul, winch sitteth in darkness and the i^adow of 
death ; and direct my feet in the way of peace. 



Bpig. 2. 



Pilgrim, trudge on : what makes thy soul complain, 
Crowns thy complaint ; the way to rest is pain : 
The road to resolution lies by doubt ; 
The next way home's the fisuthest way about. 




'nn.<; /rimr .f/iff it/ffnif m 
■/■/,„/ ,,, /.isHm-x myFrrf.Tf. 



:(aio 



lY.^EMBmM m. 



«*^^"^^-f. 



Bold up nty goings m ihy paihs, ihat my/bohttps slip 

not* 



Wsbnb'bb the Old Bzchemga of jHofit rings 

Her silvor sikints-beU of uncertain gains, 
My mbrofaant soul ean 9tirelQb boti^ legs and wiQg^ : 
How I can run, and take unwearied pains ! 
The channs of profit axe so strong, that I, 
Who. wanted legs to go» ind wings to flje. 



If timf^begmling Pletoxfe but advance 

Her lustful trump, and blow her bold alarms, 
O how my sportful soul can friak and dancer 
And hug that siren in her twined arms I 
The sprightly i^oioe of sinew-strength'ning 

Pleasure 
Can lend my bed-rid Sfoul both legs and leisure. 
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If blazing Honour chance to fill my veins 

With flatt*ring warmth, and flash of courtly fire. 
My soul can take a pleasure in her pains ; 
My lofty strutting steps disdain to tire : 
My antic knees can turn upon the hinges 
Of compliment, and screw a thousand cringes. 



But when I come to thee, my God, that art 
The royal mine of everlasting treasure. 
The real honour of my better part, 

And living fountain of eternal pleasure, 

How nerveless are my limbs ! how far and slow ! 
I have nor wings to fly, nor legs to go. 



So when the streams of swift-foot Rhine convey 

Her upland riches to the Belgic shere. 
The idle vessel slides the wat*ry lay. 
Without the blast or tug of wind or oar : 
Her slip'ry keel divides the silver foam 
With ease ; so facile is the way from home ! 



But when the home-bound vessel turns her sails 

Against the breast of the resisting stream,. 
O then she slugs ; nor sail nor oar prevails ; 
The stream is sturdy, and her tide's extreme : 
Each stroke is loss, and evVy tug is vain ; 
A boat-length's purchase is a league of pain« 



Great All in All, that art my rest my home. 

My way is tedious, and my steps are slow : 
Reach forth thy helpful hand, or bid me come ; 
I am thy child, O teach thy child to go : 
Conjoin thy sweet commands to my desire. 
And I will venture, though I fall or tire. 
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S* August Ser. xv. de Verb. Apo9t. 

Be always displeased at what thou art, if thou de- 
sirest to attaii^ to what thou are not : for where thou 
hast pleased thyself, there thou at^idest. But if thou 
sayest, I have enough, thou perishest, always add, 
always walk, always proceed ; neither stand still, nor 
go back, nor deviate ; he that stondeth still proceedeth 
not ; he goeth back that continueth not ; he deviateth 
that revolteth ; he goeth better that creepeth in his 
way than he that runneth out of his way. 



J^pig, 3. 

Fear not, my isoul,. to lose for want of cunning ; 
Weep not ; HeayVs is not alt^ays got by running : 
Thy thoughts are swift, although thy legs be slow ; 
True love will creep, not having strength to go. 



BOOK IV.— EMBLEM IV. 



Psalm cxiz. 120. 

Myfleih trembteth for fear ofih$es and I am afraid 

of thy judgmenii, 

Lbt others boast of luck, and go their ways 

With their fair game ; know. Vengeance seldom plays 

To be too forward^ but doth wisely frame 

Her backward tables for an after-game : 

She gives the leave to venture many a blot '^ 

And for her own advantage, hits thee not : 

But when her pointed tables are made fair, 

That she be ready for thee, then beware ; 

Then, if a necessary blot be set. 

She hits thee ; wins the game ; perchance the set : 

If prosperous chances make thy casting high. 

Be wisely template ; cast a serious eye 

On after-dangers, and keep back thy game ; 

Too forward seed-times make thy harvest lame. 

If left hand fortune give thee left-hand chances, 

Be wisely patient ; let no envious glances 

Repine to view thy gamester's heap so fair ; 

The hindmost hound takes oft the doubling hare. 



* H/ol, a term at iMckgammoa. 
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The world's gfeat dice «re false ; sometimes they go 

Extremely high, sometimes extremely low : 

Of all her gamesters, he that plays the least 

Lives most at ease, plays most secure, and best : 

The way to win is to play fair, and swear 

Thyself a servant to the crown of fear : 

Fear is the Primer* of a gamester's skill ; 

Who fears not l)ad, stands most unarmed to ilL 

The ill that 's wisely fear'd is half withstood ; 

And fear of bad is the best foil to good. 

True fear's th' elixir which in days of old, 

Turn'd leaden crosses into crowns of gold : 

The world's the tables ; stakes, eternid life-; 

The gamester's Heav'n and I; unequal strife! 

My fortunes are my dice, whereby I frame 

My indisposed life : this life's the game ; 

My sins are several blots ; the lookers-on 

Are angels ;* and in death the game is done. 

Lord, I 'm a bungler, and my game doth grow 

Still more and mere unshap'd ; my dice run low : 

The stakes are great ; my careless blots are many ; 

And yet thou passest by, and hitt'st not any : 

Thou art too strong ; and I have none to guide m^ 

With the least jog ; the lookers-on deride me : 

It is a conquest undeserving Thee, 

To win a stake from^uch a worm as me : 

i have no more to lose ; if we perse ver,f 

'Tis lost ; and, that once lost, I 'm loi^^t for ever. 

Lord, wink at faults, and be not too severe. 

And I will play my game with greater fear. 

O give me Fear, ere Fear has past her date : 

Whose blot being hit, then fears ; fear's then too late. 



^* Primer, the first book for children, 
t Jf^f ever, puty by poetic ficenie, for periwere. 



as BMMmfeb 9&6x vr 



There is ttddkiiig «o effeetaal to obtain mice, to 
tetain graoe» aad to regain grace, as always to be found 
before God not OTerwiae, but to fear: bappy art 
thou if thy heart replenished ^dth three fears ; a fear 
for received grace, a greater fear for lost grac^i a 
greater fear to recoiret grace. 

S. A^tguit mq>€r Pmbn. 

Present fear begetteth eternal security : fear God, 
which is abore all) and no need to fear man at all. 



£^ig. 4. 



LoSD, shall we grumble when thy flames do scourge 

us I 
Out sins breathe fire ; that fire returns to puige U8< 
Lord, what an alchymist art thou* whose skill 
Transmutes to perfect good from perfect ill I 
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Pfnlm. 119.37. 
O Oa-mm^ mine Syn .■ nerlftlAeram 
Ji^Wattbm bire. rar tB lArtr tifff Jrain . 
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Psalm cxix. 37. 



Turn away mine eyetfrom beholding vanity^ 



How like to threads of flax. 
That touch the flame, are my inflam*d desires ! 

How like to yielding wax 
My soul dissolves before these wanton fires ! 
The fire but touch'd, the flame but felt, 
Like flax, I burn ; like wax, I melt. 



O how this flesh doth draw 
My fetter'd soul to that deceitful fire ! 

And how th' eternal law 
Is baffled by the law of my desire ! 
How truly bad, how seeming good, 
Are all the laws of flesh and blood I 



O wretched state of men, 
The height of whose ambition is to borrow 

What must be paid again, 
With griping interest of the next day's sorrow ! 
How wild his thoughts! how apt to range ! 
How apt to Tary ! apt to change ! 
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How intricate and nice 
Is man's perplexed way to man*s desire I 

Sometimes upon the ice 
He slips, and souetimeB UA into fh^ fil^ ; 
His progress is extreme and bold, 
Or very hot, or Tery cold. 



The common food he dotk 
Sustain his soul-tormentinp; thoughts withal. 

Is honey in his mouth 
To-night ; and in his heart, io-moftow, gall : 
'Tis oftentimes, within an hour, 
Both very sweet and very sour. 



If sweet Corinna smile* 
A heav'n of jo^ breaks down into his heart : 

Corinna frowns awhile ! 
Hell's torments are but copies of his smart : 
/Within a lustful heart doth dwellN 
\A seeming Heav'n, a very hell. J 

Thus worthless, rain, and void 
Of comfort, are the fruits of earth's employment, 

Which, ere they be enjoy'd. 
Distract us, and destroy us in th^ enjoyment ! 
These be the pleasures that are priz'd. 
When Heaven's cheap penn'worth stands despis'd. 

LoBD, quench these has^ fladiesi 
Which dart as li^htnine frook the tbisnd'ring skies, 

And ev'ry minute dashes J 

Against the wanton windows of mine eyes ! 
jLobd, close the. casement, whilst I stand 
Behind the curtain of thy hand ! 
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S. AugusL Soliloq, Cap. iv. 

s 

O thou SoAi that illominateth both heaven and 
earth ! woe be unto those «yes which do not behold 
thee : woe be unto those blind eyes which cannot be- 
hold thee : woe be unto those which turn away their 
eyes that they will not behold thee : woe be unto those 
that turn not away their eyes that they may behold 
vanity. ' . . 

S. Ckrys. S^p. Mui. ziz. 

What is the evil woman but the enemy of friend- 
ship, an unavoidable pain, a necessary mischief, a 
natural temptation, a desirable calamity, a domestic 
danger, a delectable inconvenience, and the nature of 
evil painted over with the colour of good ? 



JSpig. 5. 



'Tis vain, great God, to close mine ayea from ill, 
When I resolve to keep the old man still : 
My rambling heart must covenant first with Thee, 
Or none can pass betwixt nune eye and me. 



BOOK IV. EMBLEM VI. 



EsTHBB vii. 3. 

t 

Iflhavefoundjavour in thy sight, and it if please the 
kingf let tny life he given me at my petition. 



Thou art the great Assureus, whose commmand 

Doth stretch from pole to pole ; the world's thy land : 

Rebellious Vashti^s the corrupted will/ 

Which, being call'd, refusetb to fulfil 

Thy just command: Esther, whose tears condole 

The razed city, 's the regenerate soul ; 

A captive maid, whom thou wilt please to grace 

With nuptial honours in stout Vashti's place: 

Her kinsman, whose unbended knee did thwart 

Proud Haman's glory, is the fleshly part : 

The sober Eunuch, that recall'd to mind 

The new-built gibbet (Haman had divin'd 

For his own ruin), fifty cubits high. 

Is lustful thought controlling Chastity : 

Insulting Haman is that fleshly lust, ' 

Whose red-hot fury, for a season, must ^' 

Triumph in pride, and study how to tread ' 

On Mordecai, till royal Esther plead. 




^'rh /Ai- Xi^AtlAiuv liie MiTUr fi<imi/ , 
£i-f ajrJWtiren H^lA Suivffifr rrpirnif . 
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Great king, thy sent^for Vashti will not come ; 
O let the oil o* th' bless'd Virgin's womb 
Cleanse my poor Esther ; look, O look upon her 
With gracious eyes ; and let thy beams of honour 
So scour her captive stains, that she may prove 
A holy object of thy heav'nly love : 
Anoint her with the spikenard of thy graces, 
Thea try the sweetness of her chaste embraces : 
Make her the partner of thy nuptial bed, 
And set thy royal crown upon her head : 
If then ambitious Haman chance to spend 
His spleen on Mordecai, that scorns to bend 
The wilful stiffness of his stubborn knee. 
Or basely crouch to any lord but thee ; 
If weeping Esther should prefer a groan 
Before the high tribunal of thy throne. 
Hold forth thy golden sceptre, and afford 
The gentle audience of a gracious lord ; . 
And let thy royal Esther be possest 
Of half thy kingdom, at her dear request : 
Curb lustful Haman, him that would disgrace. 
Nay, ravish, thy fair queen before thy face : 
And, as proud Haman was himself insnar'd 
On that self gibbet that himself prepared. 
So nail my lust, both punishment and guilt. 
On that dear cross that mine own lusts have built. 



TOL. |I» 
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S. AugusL m JSp. 

O holy Spirit, always inspire me with holy works. 
Constrain me, that I may do; counsel me, that I 
may love thee; confirm me that I may hold thee; 
conserve met that I may not lose thee. 

S. August. Sup. Joan* 

The spirit rusteth where the flesh resteth : for, as 
the flesh is nourished with sweet things, the spirit is 
refreshed with sour. 

Jbtdcfn. 

Wouldest thou that thy flesh obey thy spirit? then 
let thy spirit obey thy GoD. Thou must be govern* 
ed, that thou mayest govern. 

Of mere* ana justice isTtj^ylriBgdom' built ; 

This plagueti my 8in\ anq th%lrem6ties my guilt : 

Whene'er I suq« Assuerus- Hj/e, decline* 

Thy sceptre ; j^d, say, tt^{ my kingdom*s thine. 

DeeKne, as liere used, lignifies to bow down. 




.tni/ f/T.r/>- eacA sn-rrt J>e/i'^f the Searpitvif/M. 
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Canticles tii. 11. 

Come, my beloved^ let us go forth into the field; let 

us lodge in Ae villages* 

CHRIST. SOUX. 

Chr, CoMEk come, my dear, and let us both retire. 

And whiff the' dainties of the fragrant fields ; 
Where warbling Phirmel and the shrill-mouth'd 
choir 
Chant forth their raptures; where the turtle builds 
Her lonely nest ; and where the new-bom brier 
Breathes forth the sweetness that her April yields : 
Come, come, my lovely fair, and let us try 
These rural delicates ; where thou and I 
May melt in private flames, and fear no stander-by. 

SouL My heart's eternal joy, in lieu of whom 

The earth's a blast, and all the world's a bubble ; 
Our city mansion is the fairer home, 

But country sweets are tang*d* with lesser trouble : 

Let's try them both, and choose the better ; come ; 

A change in pleasure makes the pleasure double ; 

On thy commands depends my go or tarry ; 

I'll stir with Martha, or I'll stay with Mary : 

Our hearts are firmly fix'd, altho' our pleasures vary. 

* Teng^d, taitcd 
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Canticles i. S, 4. 

Dr4iw me ; we wiU run after Vhee, because of the 
ee^vaur of' thy good ointments. 

Thus, like a lump of the ccmrupted mass^ 

I lie secure ; long lost, before 1 was : 

And like a block, beneath whose burden lies 
That undiscovered worm that never dies» 

I have no will to rou^e, I hafe no pow'r to rise« 

Can stinking Lazarus compound, or strive 
With death's entangling fetters, and revive ? 

Or can the water-buned axe implore 

A hand to raise it, or itself restore, 
And from her sandy deeps approach the drjr-foot 
shore ? 

So hard's the task for sinful flesh and blood 
To lend the smallest step to what is good : 

My God ! 1 cannot move the least degree ; 

Ah ! if but only those that active be. 
None should thy glory see, none should thy glory 
see. 

But if the potter please t* inform* the clay. 
Or some strong hand remove the block away. 

Their lowly fortunes soon are mounted higher ; 

That proves a vessel, which, before, was mire ; 
And^this, being hewn, may serve for better use than 
fire. 

* Inform^ i. c. new-make. 
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And if that life-restorikig yoicib coimnand 
Dead Laz'rus forth ; or that Prophefs band 

Should charm th^ sullen waters, and begin 

To beckon, or to dart a stick but in. 
Bead Laz'rus must revive, and th* axe must float 
ag^n. 

LoBD, as I am, I have no pow^r at all 

To hear thy voice, or echo to thy call : 

The gloomy clouds of mine own guilt benight me 
Thy glorious beams, not dainty sweets, invite me 

They neither can direct, nor these at all delight me. 

See how my sin-bemangled body lies. 
Not having pow'r to will, nor will to rise ! 
Shine home upon thy creature, and inspire 
My lifeless will with thy regen'rate fire ; 
The first degree to do, is only to desire. 

Give me the pow'r to will, the will to do ; 

O raise me up, and I will strive to go : 
Draw me, O draw me with thy treble twist. 
That have no pow'r but merely to resist, 

O lend me strength to do, and then command thy list. 

My soul's a clock, whose wheels (for want of use 
And winding up, being subject to th' abuse 

Of eating rust) want vigour to fulfil 

Her twelve hours' task, and show her Maker's skill. 
But idly sleeps unmov'd, and standeth vainly still. 

Great God! it is thy work, and therefore good : 
If thou be pleas'd to cleanse it with thy blood, 
And wind it up with thy soul-moving keys. 
Her busy wheels shall serve thee all her days ; 
Her hand shall point thy pow'r, her hammer strike 
thy praise. 



/ 
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S» Bern. S^r* xxi. i.i Cant. 

Let us run : I«t us run, but in the savour of thy 
QUitmants, not in the confidence of our merits, nor 
in the greatness of our strength : we trust to run, but 
in the multitude of thy mercies ; for though we run, 
and are willing, it is not in him that wiileth, nor in 
him that runneth, but in GoD that sheweth mercy. 
O let thy mercy return, and we will run : thou, like 
fi giant, runnest by thine own power ; we, unless thy 
ointment breathe upon us, cannot run. 



JSpig* 8. 



Look not, my watch, being once repair'd, to stand 

Expecting motion from thy Maker's hand : 

He'as wound ihee up, and cj^eans'd thy clogs with 

blood ; 
If now thy wheels stand still, thou art not good. 



T 





E M F T Il1^[ ' 
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CaNTICLBS VIII. 1. 

O thai thou wert as my brother^ that sucked the breasts 
of my mother ! when I should find thee withouty I 
would kiss thee. 

Come, come my blessed Infant, and immure thee 

Within the temple of my sacred arms ; 
Secure mine arms ; mine arms shall, then, secure thee 
From Herod's fury, or the high priest's harms : 
Or if thy danger'd life sustain a loss. 
My folded arms shall turn thy dying cross. 

But, ah ! what savage tyrant can behold 

The beauty of so sweet a face as this is, 
And not himself be by himself controlled, 
And change his fury to a thousand kisses ? 
One smile of thine is worth more mines of 

treasure 
Than there be myriads in the da3rs of Csesar. 

O, had the tetrach, as he knew thy birth. 

So known thy stock, he, bad not sought to paddle 

In thy dear blood ; but, prostrate on the earth. 
Had veird his crown before thy royal cradle, 
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And laid the sceptre of his glory down. 
And begg*d a heav'nly for an earthly crown. 

lUustriouB Babe I how is thy handmaid grac*d 
With a rich armful 1 how dost thou decline 

Thy majesty, that wert so late embraced 

In thy great Father's arms, and now in mine ! 
How humbly gracious art thou, to refresh 

Me with thy spirit, and assume my flesh ! 

But must the treason of a traitor's hail* 

Abuse the sweetnesss of these ruby lips ? 
Shall marble-hearted Cruelty assail 
These alabaster sides with netted whips 1 
And must these smiling xoses entertain 
The blows of scorn, and flirts of base disdain ? 

Ah ! must these dainty little sprigs,f that twine 

So fast about my neck, be pierc'd and torn 
With ragged nails ! and must these brows resign 
Their crown of glory for a crown of thorn ! 
Ah ! must this blessed Infant taste the pain 
Of death's injurious pangs; nay, worse, be 
slain ? 

Sweet Babe ! at what dear rates do wretched I 

Commit a sin ! Lobd, ev'ry sin's a dart ; 
And ev'ry trespass lets a jav'lin fly ; 

And ev'ry jav'lin wounds thy bleeding heart : 
Pardon, sweet Babe, what I have done amiss ; 
And seal that granted pardon with a kies. 

* Baa, salutation. f Springt, armi. 
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BonavenU Soliloq. Cap. i. 

O sweet Jesu, I knew not that thy kisses were so 
sweet, nor thy society so delectable, nor thy attrac- 
tion so virtuous : for when I love thee, I am clean ; 
when I touch thee, I am chaste ; when I receive thee, 
I am a virgin : O most sweet Jesu, thy embraces 
defile not, but cleanse $ thy attraction polluteth not, 
but sanctifieth: O Jesu, the fountain of universal 
sweetness, pardoji me that I believed so late that so 
much sweetness is in thine embraces. 



Epig. 9. 

My burden's greatest : let not A tlas boast : 
Impartial reader, judge which bears the most : 
He bears but Heav'n ; my folded arms sustain 
Heav'n's Maker, whom Heav n's Heav'n cannot 
contain. 



BOOK IV.— EMBLEM X. 



Cakticlbs hi. I. 

By night on my bed I sattght him whom my toul 
hveth i Ifoughi him, but I/ound him not. 

Thb learned Cjnie, having lost the way 

To honest men, did, in the height of day. 

By taper-light, divide his steps about 

The peopled streets, to find this dainty out ; 

But failed : the Cynio Bearch*d not where he ought 

The thing he sought for was not where he sought. 

The wise men's task seem'd harder to be done ; 

The wise men did by star-light seek the Son, 

And found : the wise men search'd it where they 

ought; 
The thing they hop'd to find was where they sought. 
One seeks his wishes where he should ; but then 
Perchance he seeks not as he should, nor when. 
Another searches when he should ; but there 
He fails ; not seeking as he should, nor where. 
Whose soul desires the good it wants, and would 
Obtain^ must seek where, as, and when he should. 
How often have my wild affections led 
My wasted soul to this my widow'd bed. 
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To seek my lover whom my soul desires ! 

(I speak net, Cupid, of thy wanton fires : 

Thy fires are all but dying sparks to mine ; 

My flames are full of Heav'n, and all divine.) 

How often have I sought this bed by night; 

To find that greater by this lesser light !" 

How oft have my unwitness*d groans lamented 

Thy dearest absence ! ah^ how often vented 

The bitter tempests of despairing breath, 

Aiid toss*d my soul upon the waves of death ! 

How often has my melting heart made choice 

Of silent tears (tears louder than a voice). 

To plead my grief, and woo thy absent ear ! 

And yet thou wilt not come, thou wilt not hear. 

O, is thy wanted love become so cold ? 

Or do mine eyes not seek thee where they should ? 

Why do I seek thee, if thou art not here ? 

Or End thee not, if thou art every where ? 

I see my error ; 'tis not strange I could not 

Find out my love ; I sought him where I should not. 

Thou art not found on downy beds of ease ; 

Alas ! thy music strikes on harder keys ; 

Nor art thou found by that false feeble light 

Of Nature's candle : our Egyptian night 

Is more than common darkness ; nor can we 

Expect a moniing but what breaks from thee. 

Well may my empty bed bewail thy loss. 

When thou art lodg'd upon thy shameful cross : 

If thou refuse to share a bed with me, 

We'll never part, I'll share a cross with thee, 
vol.. II. G 
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Antelm, in Prot&hg. Cap. i. 

LoRDi if ihou art not present, where shall I seek 
thee absent ? if eveij where, why do I not see thee 
present ? Thou dweUest in light inaccessible s and 
where is that inaccessible light ? or how shall I hare 
access to light inaccessible ? I beseech thee, Lobd, 
teach me to seek thee, and shew thyself to the seeker: 
because I can neither seek thee, unless thou teach 
me ; nor find thee, unless thou shew thyself to me : 
let me seek thee in desiring thee, and desire thee in 
seeking thee: let me find thee in loring thee, and 
love thee in finding thee. 



Epig. 10. 

Where shouldst thou seek for rest but in thy bed ? 
But now thy Rest is gone, thy Rest is fled : 
I'is Vain to seek him there : mf soul, be wise : 
Go ask thy sins ; they '11 tell thee where he lies. 




/tr.Tf , lUid rttaui lie G^ ran^il. in rath 
f'fP^F tfa^ nrttOTioni) tAf hts-y Train . 



BOOK ly.— EMBLEM XI. 



Canticlbs iii. 2. 

J will rise and go about the city^ and will seek him 
whom my soul loveth .* / s&ught him, hut I found 
him not4 

. * 

O HOW my disappointed souFs perplex! ! 

How restless thoughts swarm . in my troubled 
breast ! 
How vainly pleased with hopes, then crossly yexed 

With fears ! and how, betwixt them both, distrest! 
"What place is 1^ unransack'd? Oh ! wberq next 
Shall I go seek the Author of xay rest? 
Of what bless'd angel shall my lips enquire 
The undiscoyejr'd way to that entire 
And everlasting solace of my hearths desire ? 

Look how the stricken hart, that, wounded, flies 
0*er hills and dales, and seeks the lower grounds 

For running streams, the whilst his weeping eyes 
Beg silent mercy from the folVwing hounds, 

At length, embost,'*' he droops, drops down, and lies 
Beneath the burden of his bleeding wounds : 

* Bmhost, foaming at the mouth. 



BOOK IV.— EMBLEM XIL 



Canticles iii. 3^ 4. 

Saw ye him whom my 9oul loveth f It wtu hui a Utile 
that I parsed from them, but I found him whom my 
eoul lovefh : I held him, and would not let him go^ 

What secret comer, what unwonted way. 

Has '8cap*d the ransack of my rambling thought ? 
The fox by night, nor the dull owl by day. 

Have never 8earch*d those places I have sought. 
Whilst thy lamented absence taught my breast 
The ready road to erief, without request ; - 
My day had neither conuort, nor my night had rest 

How hath my unregarded language vented 

^e sad tautologies of lavish passion ! 
How often have Llanguish'd unlamented ! 

How oft have I complain'd without compassion I 
I ask'd the city-watch ; but some denied me 
The common street, whilst others would mis- 
guide me; [me. 
Some would debar me ;* some divert me ; some deride 

Mark how the widow'd turtle, having lost 
The faithful partner of her loyal heart, 
Stretches her feeble wings from coast to coast. 
Haunts ev'ry path, thinks ev*ry shade doth part 
Her absent love and her ; at length, unsped^ 
She re-betakes her to bar lonely bedji 
And there bewails her everliisting widow-head* 




.Ih.'fiarr^rea .rfrn him - Tfs . m_v ir'yr JfiimJ . 
.biifmyfbndArmsmrirp/ri^Aim antind . 
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Sot when my soul had progress'd every place 
That loye and dear affection could contrive, 
I threw me on my couch, resolv'd t* embrace 
A death for him, in whom I ceas'dto live : 
But there injurious Hymen did present 
His landscape joys ; my pickled eyes did vent 
Full streams of briny tears, tears never to be spent* 

Whilst thus my sorrow-wasting soul was feeding 

Upon the rad'cal humour of her thought. 
Ken whilst mine eyes were blind, and heart was 
bleeding. 
He that was sought unfound, was found unsought : 
As if the sun should dart his orb of light 
Into the secrets of the black-brow'd night, 
E'en so appear*d my love, my soul, my souFs delight. 

O how mine eyes, now ravish*d at the sight 

Of my bright Sun, shot flames of equal fire ! 
Ah ! how my soul dissplved with ov*r-delight, 
To re-enjoy the crown of chaste desire I 
How sov*reign joy depos*d and dispossest 
Rebellious grief ! and how my ravished breast -*— 
But who can press* those heights that cannot be 
tzprest ? 



9 

O how these arms, these greedy arms, did twine. 
And strongly twist, about his yielding waist ! 
The sappy branches of the Thespian vine 
Ne'er cling*d their less-beloved elm so fast : 
Boast not thy flames, blind boy, nor feather'd 

shot; 
Let Hymen's easy snarlesf be quite forgot : 
Time cannot quench our fires, nor death dissolve our 
knot. 

* Preu ; put, by poettc lioenie, tot expreu. 
t SnarUf a tie, or knot, which it it difficult to disentangle. 
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• Am. X, ia, Diueru 



O mo0l holy LoBD, tod sweetest onsteiv hour good 
art thou td those that are e£ upright haBfft». and huA^- 
ble spirit 1 O bow Uessed are they thai seeh thee 
with a ftinqple^ heart I how happy that trest is t&ee ! 
It i» a. most certain truth .that than, lorest aU: .thftt 
love theoy and never forsakest those that tni^t in 
thee : -fol^ behold thy love simply sought thee, and 
undoubtedly found thee : she trusted in thee^ and is 
no^HovrsskM of thee, but. hath obtained mace by thee 
than she ezpceted from thee. 

Bi§d9 til Cap- iii* Cant 

1W longer I was i» findii^ whom; I sought, the 
more earnestly I held him, being found. 



Epiff. 12. 

What, found him out ?' Let strong embraces bind 

him; 
Hell fly; perchance, where- tears can never find him : 
New sins will lose what old repentanoe gainer 
Wisdom not only gets, but, got, retains. 




J'iabn 73.38, 



BOOK IV.— EMBLEM XIII. 



Psalm Ixxiii. 28. 

It is good for me to draw near to God: I have put 

my trust in the Lord God. 

Where is that good, which wise men please to call 
The chiefest ? doth there any such befall 
Within man's reach ? or is there such a good at all ? 

If such there be» it neither must expire. 
Nor change: than which, there can be nothing 
high'r : 
Such good must be the utter point of man*s desire. 

It is the mark, to which all hearts must tend, 
Can be desired for no other end 
Than for itself; on which all other goods depend. 

' What may this exc*llence be ? doth it subsist 
A real essence, clouded in the mist 
Of curious art, or clear to ev'ry eye that list ? 

Or is't a tart idea, to procure 
An edge, and keep the practic'*' soul in ure,f 
Like that dear chymic dust,j: or puzzling quadra- 
ture ?§ 

* Practie ; used, by poetic license, for practical : i, t, not theo- 
retical. 

t Vrt ; exercise. 

t ChynUc diut ; u e, the philosopher's stone, supposed to tnm 
all metals to gold. 

§ Puzzling quadrature : i, e, squaring the circle. 
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Where shall I seek this good ? where shall I find 
This cath'lic pleasuret whose extremes may bind 
My thoughts, and fill the gulph of my insatiate mind ? 

Lies it in treasure ? in full heaps untold? 
Doth gouty Mammons griping hand infold 
This secret saint in sacred shrines of soy*reign gold ? 

No, no ; she lies not there : Wealth often sours 
In keeping ; makes us hers, in seeming ours : 
She slides from Heav'n indeed^ but not in Danae*s 
show'rs. 

Lives she in honour ? No ; the royal crown 
Builds up a creature, and then batters down : 
Kings raisQ thee with a smile, and raze thee with a 
frown. 

In pleasure ? No ; pleasure begins in rage ; 
Acts the fool's part on earth's uncertain stage ; 
Be^na the play in youth, and epilogues in age. 

These, these are bastard goods; the best of these 
Torment the soul with pleasing it; and please^ 
Like water gulp'd in fevers, with deceitful ease, 

Earth's flatt'ring dainties are but sweet distresses ; 
Mole^hills perform the mountains she professes: 
Alas! can Earth confer more good than Earth pos- 
sesses ? 

Mount, mount, my souli and let' my thoughts 

cashier 
Earth's vain delights, and make thy full career 
At Heav'n's eternal joys : stop, stop thy courser there* 

There shall thy soul possess uncareful treasure ; 

There shalt thou swim in. never-fading pleasure; 

And blase in honour far above the fr6wns of Cses^r^ 

Lord, if my hope dare let her anchor fall 
On thee, the chiefest good, no need to call 
For earth's inferior trash ; Tho\i, Thou, art All ijj 
All. 
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S, August, SoHloq, Cap. xiii. 

I follow this thing* I pursue that, but I am filled 
with nothing. But when I found thee, who art that 
immutable, undivided, and only good, in myself, what 
I obtained, I wanted not ; for what I obtained not, I 
wanted not : for what I obtained not, I grieved not ; 
with what I was possessed, my whole desire was 
satisfied* 

S. Bern. Sen ix. Sup. Beati guu habent, SfC. 

Let others pretend merit; let him brag of the 
burden of the day ; let him boast of his sabbath-fasts, 
and let him glory that he is not as other men : but 
for me, it is good to cleave unto the LoBD,. and to put 
my trust in my Lord God. 



Epig. Id. 

Let Boreas* blasts and Neptune's waves be joined. 
Thy iEolus commands the waves, the wind : 
Fear not the rocks, or world's imperious waves ; 
Thou climb'st a Rock, my soul ! a Rock that saves. 



BOOK IV.— EMBLEM XIV. 



Canticles ii. 3. 

Itat down under hi$ shadow toM great delighi, and 
hie fruit was sweet to my taste. 

Look how the sheep, whose rambling steps do stray 

From the safe blessing of her shepherd's eyes, 
Eftsoon* becomes the unprotected prey 

To the wing*d squadron of beleag'ring flies ; 
Where, swelter'd with the scorching beams of day. 
She frisks from bush to brake, and wildly flies 
From her own self, ev*n of herself afraid ; 
She shrouds ber troubled brows in ev'ry glade, 
And craves the mercy of the soft removing shade. 

Ev'n so my wand'ring soul, that hath digressed 
From her great Shepherd, is the hourly prey 
Of. all my sins ; these vultures in my breast 

Gripe my Promethean heart both night and day : 
I hunt from place to place, but 'find no rest ; 
I know not where to go, nor where to stay ; 

The eye of Vengeance bums, her flames invade 
My sweltering soul : my soul hath oft assay'd ; 
But she can find no shroud, but she can feel no' 
shade. 

* ^fttoon, loon afterwards. 




Jieneatk hi.f SAadflteo/.- r,it .riivff Rep 
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I sought the shades of mirth, to wear away 

My slow-pac'd hours of soul-consuming grief : 
1 searched the shades of sleep, to ease my day 

Of griping sorrows with a night's reprief : 
I sought the shades of deaUi ; thought, there, t* allay 
My final torments with a^full relief: 
But mirth, nor sleep, nor death, can hide my hours 
In the false shades of their deceitful bow'rs ; 
The first distracts, the next disturbs, the last de- 
vours. 

Where shall I turn ? to whom shall I apply me ? 
Are there no streams where a faint soul may 
wade? 
Thy Godhead, Jesus, are the flames that fry me ; 

Hath thy all-glorious Deity ne'er a shade. 
Where I may sit, and Vengeance never eye me ; 
Where I might sit refreshed, or tinafraid ? 
Is there no comfort ? is* there no reflection ?* 
Is there no cover that will give protection 
T' a fainting soul, the subject of thy wrath's reflec- 
tion ? 

Look up, my soul ! advance the lowly stature 
Of thy sad thoughts ; advance thy humble eye : 

See, here's a shadow found ; the human nature 
Is made th' umbrella to the Deity, 

To catch the sunbeams of thy just Creator ; 
Beneath this covert thou may'st safely lie : 

* R^eetian, refreshment. 
VOL. II. H 
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Permit thine eyes to climb this fruithful tree, 
As quick Zaccheus did, and thou shalt see 
A cloud of dying flesh betwixt those beams and thee* 



GvU, in Cap. ii. Cami. 

Who can endure the fierce rays of the Sun of 
Justice ? who shall not be consumed by his beams V 
Therefore the Sun of Justice took flesh, that, through 
the conjunction of that Sun and this human body, a 
shadow may be made. 



S, August. Med. Cap. xxxvii. 

Lord, let my soul flee from the scorching thoughts 
of the world under the covert of thy wings, that, 
being refreshed by the moderation of thy shadow^ 
she may sing, merrily. In peace will I lay me down 
and rest 



Epig. 14 
Ah ! treach'rous soul, would not thy pleasure give 
That LoBD, which made thee liying, leave to live ? 
See what thy sins have done ; ihy sins have made 
The Sun of Glory now become thy shade. 




PialnL 137 .' 4. . 
.&^r •vhn/l if^ here r^vat ike ^ler^fus Stm^.' 
Jh t^^Afr^tvuir iFUifA j'acred 2%enaj &efvji^ , 



BOOK IV.— EMBLEM XV. 



Psalm cxxxvii. 4. 
How shall we sing the Lord's" song in a strange Land 

Urge me no more : this airy mirth belongs 
To better times : thes^ times are not for songs. 
The sprightly twang of the melodious lute 
Agrees not with my voice : and both unsuit 
My untun'd fortunes :* the affected measure 
Of strains that are constrain'd afford no pleasure. 
Music's the child of Mirth : where griefs assail 
The troubled soul, both voice and fingers fail : 
Let such as revel out their lavish days 

In honourable riot ; that can raise 

' .... 

Dejected hearts, and conjure up a sprite 
Of madness by the magic of delight ; 
Let those of Cupid's hospital, that lie 
Impatient patients to a smiling eye ; 
That cannot rest until vain hope beguile 

> • f * 

Their flattef'd torments with a wanton smile ; 
Let such redeem their peace, and salve the wrongs 
Of froward Fortune with their frolic songs : 
My grief, my grief's too great for smiling eyes 
To cure, or counter-chapns to exercise. 
The raven's dismal croaks, the midnight howls ; 
Of empty wolves, mix'd with the screech of owls : 
The nine sad knells of a dull passing bell. 
With the loud language of a nightly knell, 

* Untuned forhmtt; i. e» torrowAil drcvmstaiicef. 
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And horrid outcries of revenged crimes, 

Join'd in a medley's inusic for these times : 

These are no times to touch the merry string 

Of Orpheus ; no, these are no times to sing. 

Can hide-bound pris'ners, that have spent their souls 

And famished bodies in the qoisome holes 

Of hell-black dungeons, apt'*' their rougher throats 

Grown hoarse with begging alms, to warble notes ? 

Can the sad pilgrim, tfaatliath lost his way 

In the vast desert, there coiidemh'd a prey 

To the wild subject, or his salvagef king. 

Rouse up his palsy-smitten sp'rits, and sing ? 

Can I, a pilgrim, and a prisoner too, 

Alas ! where I am neither known, nor know 

Aught but my torments, an unransom'd stranger 

In this strange climate, in a land of danger — 

O, can my voice be pleasant, or my hand, 

Thus made a prisoner in a foreign land ? 

How can my music relish in your ears, 

That cannot speak for sobs, nor sing for tears ? 

Ah I if my voice could, Opheiis-like, unspel 

My poor Eurydice, my soul, from hell 

Of earth's misconstrued Heav'n, O then my breast 

Should warble airs, whose raphsodies should feast 

The ears of seraphims, and entertain 

Heav n*s highest Deity with their lofty strain ; 

A strain well drench'd in the true Thespian well : 

Till then/ earth's semiquaver, Mirth^ farewell. 

* Apif adapt, or fitt, f Salwgt, aavage, wild. 
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S- August. Med. Cap, zxxiii. 

O infinitely happy are those heayenly virtues 
which are able to praise thee in holiness and purity, 
with excessive sweetness and unutterable exultation ! 
From thence they praise thee, from whence they 
rejoice, because they continually see for what they 
rejoice, for what they praise thee : but we, pressed 
down with this burden of flesh, far removed from thy 
countenance in this pilgrimage, and blown up with 
worldly vanities, cannot worthily praise thee; we 
praise thee by faith, not face to face; but those 
angelical spirits praise thee face to face, and not by 
faith. 



Bpig. 15, 

Did I refuse to sing ? Said I these times 
Were not for songs, nor music for these climes ! 
It was my error : are not groans and tears 
Harmonious raptures in th' Almighty's ears ? 



/ 



BOOK THE FIFTH. 



EMBLEM J. 

CANXici.Bft y. 8« 

/ charge ^ok, O daugiUrg ofJenuaJUfm^ ify^fi^ **y 
beloved, that ye tell him, that lam eiek o/* hve. 

Yov, holj Tirgins, that so oft sarroand 

The city's sapphirr walls ; whose snowy ieet 
Measure the pearly paths of 8»ered ground. 

And trace the new Jeruslem's jasper street ; 
Ah I you whose care-forsaken hearts are crown'd 
With your best wishes : that enjoy the sweet 
Of all your hopes ; if e*er you chance to spy 
My absent love, O tell him that I lie 
Deep wounded with the flame that fomac'd from his 
eye» 

I charge you. virgins, as you hope to hear 

The heav'nly music of your lover's voice; 
I charge you, by the solemn faith ye bear 

To plighted vows, and to the loyal choice 
Of your affections ; or, if aught more dear 
You hold ; by Hymen ; by your marriage joys ; 
I charge you tell him that a flaming dart, 
Shot from his eye, hath pierc*d my bleeding 
heart. 
And I am sick of love and languish in my smart. 



r~ 
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Cant .5-8- 
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Tell bim, tell him, how my panting breast 

Is scorch'd with flames, and how my soul is pin'd;* 
Tell him, tellhim, how I lie opprest 

With the full torments of a troubled mind ; 
O tell him, tell him, that he loves in jest. 
But I in earnest ; tell him he*s unkind ; 
But if a disconteated frown appears 
Upon his angry bfbw» accost his ears 
With soft and fewer words, and act the rest in tears* 

O tell him that his cruelties deprive 

My soul of peace> while peace in vain sh^ seeks ; 

Tell him those damask roses^ that did strive 

With white, both fade upon my sallow cheeks ; 

« 

Tell him no token doth proclaim I live, 

But tears, and sighs, and sobs, and sudden shrieks; 

Thus if jour piercing words should chance to 
, bore 

His heark'ning hear, and move a sight, give o^er 

To speak ; .and tell him, tell him that I could no more. 

If your elegious'*' breath should hap to rouse 

A happy tear, close harb'ring in his eye. 

Then urge his plighted faith, the sacred vows, 

Which neither I can break, nor He deny : 

Bewail the torments of his loyal spouse, 

That for his sake would make a sport to die : 

O blessed virgins, how my passion tires 

Beneath the burden of her fond desires ! 

Heav'n never shot such flames, earth never felt such 
flres I 

* Pifi'd, coasamed, wasted with grief. 

* BlegUms, plamtiye, or complaiubig, 
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S, August. Med, Cap, xL 

What shall I say ? what shall I do ? wither shall 
I go ! where shall I seek him ? or when shall I find 
him ? whom shall I ask ? who will tell my beloved 
that I am sick of love ) 



Gulieh in Cap, y. Cant. 

I live, but not I ; it is my beloved that liveth in 
me : I love myself, not with my own love, but with 
the love of my beloved, that loveth me ; I love not 
myself in myself, but myself in him, and him in 
me. 



Epig. 1. 

Grieve not, my. soul, nor let thy love wax faint : 
Weep'st thou to lose the cause of thy complaint ? 
He'll come ; Love ne'er was bound to time nor 

laws ; 
Till then thy tears complain without a cause. 



>;' 
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BOOK v.— EMBLEM II. 



Ca;»tici,B8 ii. '5. ' • 

Stay me with Jlqwers,* aomforb me with apples : far 

, I am sick qf lave.. 

O TYBANT Love ! how cbth thy sov'reign pow'r 

Subject poor souls to -thy imperious thrall ! 
They say thy cup 's compos'd of sweet and sour ; 

They s^y thy diet's honey^ niiac'd with gall : 
How comes it then to pass these lips of ourf 
Still trade in bitter : tasfie no sweet at all ? 
O tyrant Love ! shall our perpetual toil 
Ne'er find a sabbath, to refresh awhile 
Our drooping souls ? Art thou all frowus, and ne'er 
a smile ? 

Ye blessed maids of honour, that frequent 

The royal courts of our renown'd Jehove,J: 
With flow'rs restore my spirits faint and spent ; 
O fetch me apples from Love's fruitful grove. 
To cool my palate, and renew my scent. 
For I am sick, for I am sick of love : 

These will revive my dry, and wasted pow'rs, 
And they will sweeten my unsav'ry hours ; 
Refresh me then with fruit, and comfort me with 
flow'rs. 

■ 

* Flowers : the word, in our modem Bibles^ is flagons. 
t Our : put for ours, to accommodate the rhyme. 
t Jehove: Jbhovah. 
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O bring me apples to assuage that fire. 

Which, iGtna-like, in-flames my flaming breast ; 
Nor is it evVy apple I desire* 

Nor that which pleases ey'ry palate best : 
'Tis not the lasting deuzan* I require : 

Nor yet the red-cheek'd queening I request ; 
Nor that which first beshrew*df the name of 

wife. 
Nor that whose beauty caus'd the golden strife ; 
No, no, bring me an apple from the tree of life. 

Virgins, tuck up your silken laps, and fill ye 
With the fair wealth of Flora's magazine ; 
The purple vi'let, and the pale-fac'd lily ; 

The pansy, and the organ columbine ; 
The flow'hng thyme, the gilt-bowl diaflbdilly ; 
The lowly pink, the lofty eglantine ; 

The blushing rose, the queen of flow'rs and 

best 
Of Flora's beauty ; but, above the rest, 
Let Jesse's* sovVeign Flow'r perfume my qualming 
breast 

Haste, virgins, haste ; for I lie weak and faint 

Beneath the pangs of love : why stand ye mute. 
As if your silence neither car'd to grant. 

Nor yet your language to deny, my suit ? 
No key can lock the door of my complaint. 
Until I smell this fiow*r, or taste that fruit 
Go, virgins, seek this tree, and search that 

bow'r ; 
O how my soul shall bless that happy hour, 
That brings to me such fruit, that brings me such 
a flow'r ! 

* Deuzan, queening t names of different sorts of apples, 
t Beshrew'd: cursed. 

* Jetse^s; jessamine, alluding to Christ, the Son of JesM« 
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Gisien, in Cap. ii. Ca/nU Expos. 3* 

O happy sickness, where the infinnity is not to 
death, but to life, that God may be glorified by it ! 
O happy fever, that proceedeth not from a consuming, 
but a calcining, fire ! O happy distemper, wherein 
the soul relisheth no earthly things, but only sarour- 
eth divine nourishment ! 

S. Bern, Serm, li. in Cant. 

By flowerSy understand faith ; by fruit, good works. 
As the flower or blossom is before the fruit, so is 
faith before good works : so neither is the fruit without 
the flower, nor good works without faith. 



Epig. 2. 



Why apples, O my soul ? can they remove 
The pains of grief, or ease the flames of lov? 
It was that fruit which gave the first ofience ; 
That sent him hither ; that remov'd him hence. 
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Canticles^ II. 16. 

My beloved is mine, and I am hie: he feedeth among 

the lilies. 



E'en like two little bank-dividing brooks, 
That wash the pebbles with th§ir wanton streams. 

And, having rang'd and search'd a thousand nooks. 

Meet both at length in'silver-breasted Thamesi 

Where in a greater current they conjoin : 

So I my best beloved's am, so he is mine. 

E'en so we met ; and after long pursuit. 
E'en so we join'd ; we both became entire : 

No need for either to renew a suit. 

For I was flax, and he was flames of fire. 
Our firm united souls did more than twine : 

So I my best beloved's am ; so he is mine. 

If all those glittering monarchs, that command 
The servile quarters of this earthly ball. 

Should tender, in exchange, their shares of land, 
I would not change my fortunes from them all : 
Their wealth is but a counter to my coin ; 

The world's but theirs ; but my beloved 's mine. 
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Life is a bubble, blown with whining breaths, 

Fiird with the torments of a thousand deaths ; 

"Which, being prick'd by death (while death deprives 

One life), presents the soul a thousand lives. 

O frantic mortal, how hath Earth bewitched 

Thy bedlam soul, which hath so fondly pitched 

Upon her false delights ! delights that cease 

Before enjoyment finds a time to please : 

Her fickle joys breed doubtful fears ; her fears 

Bring hopeful griefs; her griefs weep fearful tears; 

Tears coin deceitful hopes; hopes careful doubt; 

And surly passion justles passion out. 

To-day we pamper with a full repast ^ 

Of lavish mirth ; at night we weep as fast : 

To-night we swim in wealth, and lend ; to-morrow 

We sink in want, and find no friend to borrow. 

In what a climate doth my soul reside. 

Where pale-fac'd Murder, the first-born of Pride, 

Sets up her kingdom in the very smiles 

And plighted faiths of men-like crocodiles : 

A land where each embroidered satin word 

Is lin'd with fraud ; where Mars his'*' lawless sword 

Exiles Astrsea's balance ; where that hand 

Now slays his brother, that new-sow'd his land ! 

O that my days of bondage would expire 

In this lewd soil ! Lord, how my soul 's on fire 

To be dissolv'd, that 1 might once obtain 

These long d-for joys — long*d for, so oft, in vain ! 

If, Moses-like, 1 may not live possest 

Of this fair land. Lord, let me see % at least. 

* Mars Mi ; Mart*8. 
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S. August. Soliloq. Cap. ii. 

M7 life is a frail life ; a corraptible life ; a ]ife, which 
the more it increaseth, the more it decreaseth : the 
farther it goeth, the nearer it cometh unto death : a 
deceitful life, and like a shadow ; full of the snares of 
death : now I rejoice ; now I languish ; now^ I flourish ; 
now infirm ; now I Ure, and straight I die ; now I seem 
happy, always miserable ; now I laugh, now I weep : 
thus all things are subject* to mutability, that nothing 
continueth an hour in one state : O joy aboye joy> 
exceeding all joy, without which there is no joy, when 
shall I enter into thee, that I may see my God that 
dwelleth in thee ? 



Epig. 7. 

Art thou so weak ? O canst thou not digest 
An hour of travel for a night of rest ? 
Cheer up, my soul, call home thy sp'rits, and bear 
One bad Good- Friday ; fuU-mouth'd Easter's near.* 

* The author here contrasts the strict fieuit observed on Good 
Friday, (particulary in the Catholic Church) with the abundance 
which prevails during the Easter festivities, then about to com. 
mence' 
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Rom. yii. 24. 

O forttched man that I am ! who shall deliver me 
from the body of this death f 

Behold thy darling, which thy lustful care 
Pampers ; for which thy restless thoughts prepare 
Such early cates ;* for whom thy bubbliug brow 
So often sweats, and bankrupt eyes do owe 
Such midnight scores to Nature ; for whose sake 
Base earth is sainted ; the infernal lake 
Unfear'd ; the crown of glory poorly rated ; 
Thy God neglected, and thy brother hated : 
Behold thy darling, whom thy soul affects 
So dearly; whom thy fond indulgence decks 
And puppets up in sofit and silken weeds ; 
Behold thy darling, whom thy fondness feeds 
With far-fetch*d delicates^ the dear-bought gains 
Of ill-spent time, the price of half thy pa^ns : 
Behold thy darliag, who, when clad by thee, 
Derides thy nakedness ; and, when mo^t free. 
Proclaims her lover slave ; and, being fed 
Most full, then strikes the indulgent feeder dead. 
What mean'st thou thus, my poor deluded soul. 
To love so fondly ? Can the burning coal 
Of thy affection last without the fael 
Of counter love ? is thy compeer so cruel, 
And thou so kind, to love unlov'd again ? 
Canst thou sow favours, and thus reap disdain ? 

* Cai€S : viandt. 
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Remember, O remember thou art bom 

Of royal Mood ; remember tbou art sworn 

A maid of honour in the Court of Hear'n ; 

Remember what a ooetlj price was gir'n 

To ransom thee from slay'ry thon wert in ; 

And wilt thou now, mj soul, turn slave again ? 

The Son and Heir to Heav'n's Triune JEHOVE 

Would fiiin become a suitor for thy love. 

And offers for tby dow'r his Father's throne. 

To sit for seraphims to gaze upon : 

He '11 give thee honour, pleasure, wealth, and things 

Transcending for the majesty of kings ; 

And wilt thou prostrate to the odious charms 

Of this base scullion ? shall his hallow arms 

Hug thy soft sides ? shall these coarse hands untie 

The sacred zone of thy virginity ? 

For shame, degen'rous soul ! let thy desire 

Be quicken'd up with more heroic fire : 

Be wisely proud, let thy ambitious eye 

Read nobler objects ; let thy thoughts defy 

Such am'rous baseness ; let thy soul disdain 

Th' ignoble proffers of so base a swain : 

Or, if thy vows be past, and Hymen's bands 

Have ceremonied your unequal hands. 

Annul, at least avoid, thy lawless act 

With insufficietice, or a pre-contract : 

Or, if the act be good, yet may'st tbou plead 

A second freedom ; for the flesh is dead. 
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Naaianz. Or at. xvi. 

How I am joined to this body I know not ; which 
when it is healthful proToketh me to war, and being 
damaged by war, affecteth me with grief; which I both 
love as a feilow-seryant^ and hate as an utter enemy : it 
is a pleasant foe and a perfidious friend. O strange 
conjunction and alienation ! what I fear I embrace, and 
what I lore I am aftmd of: before I make war, I am 
reconciled : before I enjoy peace, I am at variance. 



Epig, 8. 



What need that house be daub'd with flesh and blood ? 
Hang'd round with silks and gold ? repaired with food ? 
Cost idly spent ! That cost doth but prolong 
Thy thraldom : fool, t)M)u mak'st thy gaol too strong. 
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Phxlippxans i. 23. 

/ am in a strait betwixt two, having" a desire to depart^ 

and to be with Christ, 

What meant our careful parents so to wear 

And lavish ont their ill-expended hours. 
To purchase for us large possesions here> 

Which (though unpurchased) are too truly ours ? 
What meant they, ah I what meant they, to 

endure 
Such loads of needless labour to procure 
And make that thing our own, which was our own too 
sure ? 

What mean these liy'ries* and possessive keys ? 

. What means these bargains, and these needless sales ? 
What mean these jealous, these suspicious ways, 
Of law-devis'd and law-dissolved entails ? 
No need to sweat for gold, wherewith to buy 
Estates of high-priz*d land ; no need to tie 
Earth to their heirs, were they but clogg'd with earth 
as I. 

O were their souls but clogg'd with earth as I, 
They would not purchase with so salt an itch : 

They would not take of alms,* what now they buy 
Nor call him happy whom the world counts rich : 

* Hv^ries : a law term, expressive of legal conveyance of an estate, 
t 0/ Altnt : i. e., as a free gift. 
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They would not take such pains, project and prog,* 
To charge their shoulders with so great a log : 
Who hath the greater lands, hath but the greater clog. 

I cannot do an act which Earth disdains not ; 

I cannot think a thought which Earth corrupts not: 
I cannot speak a word which Earth profanes not : 
I cannot make a yow Earth interrupts not : 
If I but offer an early groan, 
Or spread my wings to Heaven's long long'd-for 
throne. 
She darkens my complain|;s, and drags my offering down. 

E'en like the hawk, (whose keeper's wary hands 

Hare made a pris'ner to her weath'ringf stock,) 
Forgetting quite the power of her fast bands 
Makes a rank batej: firom her forsaken block :' 
But her too faithful leash§ doth soon restain 
Her broken flight attempted oft in yain ; 
It giyes her loins a twitch, and tugs her back again. 

So, when my soul directs her better eye 

To Heayen's bright palace, where my treasure lies^ 

I spread my willing wings, but cannot fly ; 

Earth hales me down ; I cannot, cannot rise : 

When I but strike to mount the least degree. 

Earth gives • jerk, and foUs me on my knee : 

Lord, how my soul is racked betwixt the world and thee ! 

Great God, I spread my feeble wings in yain ; 

In yain I offer my extended hands : 
I cannot mount till thou unlink my chain ; 
I cannot come till thou release my bands ; 

Which if thou please to break, and then supply 
My wings with spirit, th* eagle shall not fly 
A pitch that 's half so fair, nor half so swift as I. 

* To prog : to use all endeavours to get or gain. 

t To weather a hawk (in falconry) signifies to set her abroad to 
take the air. 

X Rank bate : a strong spring for flights 

§ Leash : the thong by which a hawk i« ftwtened to htr stock or 
perch. 
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S. JSomomh/. SolUoq. Cap. i. 

Ah, sweet Jesnt ! pierce the marrow of my soul with 
the healthful shafts of thy lore, that it may truly buro, 
and melt and languish, with the only desire of thee • 
that it may desire to be dissolred, and to be with thee : 
let it hunger alone for the bread of life : let it thirst 
after thee, the spring and fountain of eternal light, the 
stream of true pleasure : let it always desire thee, seek 
thee, and find thee, and sweetly rest in thee. 



Epig. 9. 



What, will thy shackles neither loose nor break ? 
Are they too strong, or is thy arm too week ! 
Art will prevail where knotty strength denies ; 
My soul^ there's aquafortis in thine eyesv 
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PsAtu cxlii. 7. 

Bring my soul out of prison^ that I may praise thy 

name* 

Mt soul is like a bird ; my flesh the cage, 

Wherein she wears her weary pilgrimage 

Of hours as few as evil, daily fed 

With sacred wine and sacramental bread : 

The keys that lock her in, and let her out, 

Are birth and death ; 'twixt both she hops about 

From perch to perch, from sense to reason ; then 

From higher reason down to sense again : 

From sense she climbs to faith ; where, for a season, 

She sits and sings ; then down again to reason : 

From reason back to faith, and straight firom thence 

She rudely flutters to the perch of sense : 

From sense to hope ; then hops from hope to doubt ; 

From doubt to dull despair ; there seeks about 

For desp'rate freedom, and at evVy grate 

She wildly thrusts, and begs th' untimely date 

Of unexpired thraldom, to release 

Th' afQicted captive, that can find no peace. 

Thus am I coop'd within this fleshly cage ; 

I wear my youth, and waste my weary age ; 

Spending that breath, which was ordained to chant 

Heav*n*s praises forth, in sighs and sad complaint ; 

Whilst happier birds can spread their nimble wing 

From shrubs to cedars, and there chirp and sing, 

In choice of raptures, the harmonious story* 
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Of man's redemption, and his Maker's glory. 
You glorious martyrsi you illustrious troops. 
That once were cloiater'd in your fleshly coops 
As fast as I, what rhet'ric had your tongues ? 
What dext'rous art had your elegiac songs ? 
What Paul-like power had your admir'd devotion ? 
What shackle-breaking faith infused such motion 
To your strong pray'rs, that could obtain the boon 
To be enlar'd, to be uncag'd so soon ? 
When I (poor I) can sing my daily tears. 
Grown old in bondage, and can find no ears. 
You great partakers of eternal glory. 
That with your Heay'n-preyailing oratory 
Releas'd your souls from your terrestrial cage. 
Permit the passion of my holy rage 
To recommend my sorrows (dearly known 
To you in days of old, and once your own) 
To your best thoughts (but oh, 't doth not befit ye 
To move our pray'rs ; you love and joy, not pity), 
Great Lord of souls, to whom should prisoners fly 
But thee ? thou hadst thy cage as well as I ; 
And, for my sake, thy pleasure was to know 
The sorrows that it brought, and fel'st them too : 
O let me free, and I will spend those days 
Which now I waste in begging, in thy praise. 
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Anselm, in Protolog, Cap, i. 

O miserable condition of mankind, that has lost that 
for which he was created ! Alas ! what hath he left ? 
and what hath he found ? .He hath lost happiness for 
which he was made, and found misery for which he was 
not made. What is gone ? and what is left ? That 
thing is gone, without which he is unhappy ; that thing 
is left, by which he is miserable. O wretched man ! 
from whence are we expelled? to what are we impelled? 
whence are we thrown, and whither are we hurried ? 
From our home into banishment; from the sight of 
God into our own blindness ; from the pleasure or 
immortality to the bitterness of death. Miserable 
change ! from how great a good, to how great an evil ! 
Ah me, what have I enterprised ? what have I done ? 
whither did I go t whither am I come ? 



Epig. 10. 



Paul's midnight voice prevail'd ; his music's thunder 
Unhing*d the prison doors, split bolts in sunder : 
And sitt'st thou here, and hang'st the feeble wing ? 
And whin'st to be enlarg'd ? Soul, learn to sing. 
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Psalm xlii. 1. 

As the heart panteth after the water-hrooks, so panteth 

my soul after thee, O God, 

How shall roj tongue express that hallow'd fire 

Which heaven ha|h kindled in my ravish'd heart ? 
What muse shall I invoke that will inspire 

Mj lowly quill to act a lofty part ? 
What art shall I devise t' express desire 
Too intricate to he express'd by art ? 
Let all the Nine be silent ; 1 refuse 
Their aid in this high task, for they abuse 
The flames of love too much : assist me David's Muse. 

Not as the thirsty soil desires soft show'rs 

To quicken and refresh her embryon grain>* 
Nor a^ the drooping crests of fading flowers 

Request the bounty of a morning rain. 
Do I desire lAy God : thesiB in few hours 
Re-wish what late their wishes did obtain : 
But as the swift-foot hart doth, wounded, fly 
To th' much desired streams, e'en so do I 
Pant after thee my God, whom I must find, or die. 

Before a pack of deep-mouth'd lusts 1 flee ; 
O they have singled out me panting heart, 

* Envbrffon grain ; seed in the earth not grown up. 
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Nay, more ; if the fair Thespian Fadies all 
Should heap together their diviner treasure, 

That treasure should be deem'd a price too small 
To buy a minute's lease of half my pleasure : 
'Tis not the sacred wealth of all the Nine 

Can buy my heart from him, or his from being mine. 

Nor time, nor place, nor chance, nor deaths can bow 
My least desires unto the least remove : 

He*s firmly mine by oath : I his by vow : 
He's mine by faith ; and I am his by love : 
He is mine by water ; I am his by wine ; 

Thus I my best beloved's am ; thus he is mine. 

He is my altar ; I his holy place : 
I am his guest ; and he my living food : 

I'm his by penitence ; he is mine by grace : 
I'm his by purchase ; he mine by blood : 
He's my supporting helm ; and I his vine : 

Thus I my best beloved's am ; thus he is mine. 

He gives me wealth ; I give him all my vows : 

I give him songs ; he gives me length of days : 

With wreaths of grace he crowns my conqu'ring 
brows ; 

And I his temples with a crown of praise. 

Which he accepts as an e'erlasting sign 

That I my best beloved's am ; that he is mine. 
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S. August Manu. Cap, xxiv. 

O my soul, stamped with the image of thy Gob, love 
him of whom thou art so much beloTed : bend to 
him that boweth to thee, seek him that seeketh thee : 
love thy lover, by whose love thou art prevented, 
being the cause of thy love : be careful with those 
that are careful^ want with those that want :. be clean 
with the clean, and holy with the holy : choose this 
friend above all friends, who, when all are taken 
away, remaineth only faithful to thee : in the day of 
thy burial, when all leave thee, he will ilot deceive 
thee, but defend thee from the roaring lions prepared 
for their prey. 



Epign 3. 



Sing Hymen, to my soul. What ? lost and found, 
Welcom'd, espous'd, enjoy'd so soon, and crown'd ! 
He did but climb the cross, and then came down 
To th* gates of hell ; triumphed, and fetch'd a crown. 
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Canticles yii. 10. 



/ am my behvecTs^ and his desire is toward msm 

Like to the arctic needle, that do(& guide 

The ti'and'ring shade by his magnetic pow'r, 
And leaves bis silken gnomon* to decide 
The question of the eontforerted hour, 
First frantics up and down, from side to side, 
. Aiid restless beafts his crystall'd iv'ry case 

With vain impatience ; Jetsf from place to place. 
And seeks thfe boisom^of his frozen bride ; 

At length be slacks his motion, and doth rest 
His trembling point at his bright pole's beloved 
breast. 

E*en so my soul, being hurried here and there 
By ev'ry object that presents delight. 

Fain would be settled, but she knows not where ; 

' She likes at morning what she loaths at night : 

She bows to Honour ; then she lends an ear 

To that sweet swan-like voice of dying Pleasure, 
Then tumbles in the scattered heaps of treasure ; 

Now flatter'd with false hope ; now foil'd with fear: 
Thus, finding all the world's delights to be 

But empty toys, good GdD, she points alone to thee. 



* Gnomon s the stile-pen or cock of a dial, the shadow whereof 
points ont the hours. 

t J«<«: hops as a bird. 
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But hath the virtu 'd steel* a pow'r to move ? 

Or can the untouch'd needle point alike ? 
Or can mv wand'ring thoughts forbear to rove, 

Unguided by the virtue of thy Spir't ? 
O bath my leaden soul the heart t' improve 
Her wasted talent, and, unrais'd, aspire 
In this sad moulting time of her desire ? 
Not first belov'd, have I the pow'r 16 love ? 

I cannot stir but as thou please to move me, 
Nor can my heart return theelove> until thou love me* 

The still commandress of the silent night 

Borrows her beams from her bright brother's eye : 

His fair aspect fills her sharp horns with light ; 
If he withdraw, her flames are quench'd and die : 

E'en so the beams of thy enlightening Sp'rit, 
Infus'd and shot into my dark desire, 
Inflame my thoughts, and fill my soul with fire^ 

That I am ravish 'd with a new delight ; 

But if thou shroud thy face my glory fades, 

And I remain a nothing, all compos'd of shades* 

Eternal God ! O thou that only art 

The sacred fountain of eternal light, 
And blessed loadstone of my better part, 

O thou, my heart's desire, my soul's delight, 
Reflect upon my soul, and touch my heart. 

And then my heart shall prize no good above 

thee ; 

And then my soul shall know thee ; knowing, 

love thee 

And then my trembling thoughts shall never start 

From thy commands, or swerve the least degree. 

Or once presume to move, but as they move in thee. 

* Virtu d steel: the mariner's compass. 
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S, August Med, Cap, xxv. 

If man can love man with so entire affection, that 
the one can scarce brook the other's absence ; if a 
bride can be joined to her bridegroom with so great 
an ardency of mind, that for the extremity of love 
she can enjoy no rest, not suffering his absence with- 
out great anxiety; with what affection, with what 
fervency, ought the soul, whom thou hast espoused 
by faith and compassion, to love thee, her true God, 
and glorious Bridegroom ! 



Spig. 4. 

My soul, thy love is dear : 'twas thought a good 
And easy pennyworth of thy Saviour's blood : 
But be not proud : all matters rightly scann'd, 
'Twas over- bought : 'twas sold at second-hand. 
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Canticlbs v. 6. 

My soul melted whilst my beloved spake. 

Lord, has the feeble voice of flesh and blood 

The pow'r to work thine ears into a flood 

Of melted mercy ? or the strength t' unlock 

The gates of Heav'n, and to dissolve a rock 

Of marble clouds into a morning show'r ? 

Or hath the breath of whining dust the pow'r 

To stop or snatch a failing thunderbblt 

From thy flerce hand, and make thy hand revolt 

From resolute confusion, and, instead 

Of vials, pour full blessings on our head ? 

Or shall the wants of famish'd ravens cry, 

And move thy mercy to a quick supply ? 

Or shall the silent suits of drooping flow'rs 

Woo thee for drops, and be refresh'd with showVs ? 

Alas ! what marvel then, great God, what wonder 

If thy hell-rousing voice, that splits in sunder 

The brazen portals of eternal death ; 

What wonder if that life-restoring breath, 

Which dragged me from th' eternal shades of night. 

Should melt my ravish'd soul with o'er-delight ? 

O can my frozen gutters choose but run, 

^hat feel the warmth of such a glorious Sun ? 
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Methinks his language like a flaming arrow, 

Doth pierce my bones, and melts their wounded 

marrow. 
Thy flames, O Cupid, (though the joyful heart 
Feels neither tang of grief, nor fears the smart 
Of jealous doubts, but drunk with full desires,) 
Are torments, weigh'd with these celestial fires ; 
Pleasures that ravish in so high a measure. 
That, O, i languish in excess of pleasure ! 
What ravish'd heart, that feels these melting joys. 
Would not despise and loathe the treach'rous toys 
Of dunghill earth ? what soul would not be proud 
Of wry-mouth*d scorns, the worst that flesh and blood 
Had rancour to devise ? who would not bear 
The world*s derision with a thankful ear ? 
What palate would refuse full bowls of spite 
To gain a minute's taste of such delight ? 
Great spiing of light, in whom there is no shade 
But what my interposed sins have made ; 
Whose marrow-melting flres admit no screen 
But what my own rebellions put between 
Their precious flames and my obdurate ear : 
Disperse this plague-distilling cloud, and clear 
My mungy soul into a glorious day : 
Transplant this screen, remove this bar away ; 
Then, then my fluent soul shall feed the flres 
Of thy sweet voice, and my dissolv*d desires 
Shall turn a sovereign balsam, to make whole 
Those wounds my sins afflicted on thy soul. 
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S. August SoUloq. Cap, xzxiv. 

What fire is this that so warmeth my heart? 
what light is this that so enlighteneth my soul ? O 
fire, that always bumeth, and never goeth out, 
kindle me! O light, which ever shineth, and art 
never darkened, illuminate me ! O that I had my 
heat from thee^ most holy fire ! How sweetly dost 
thou burn ! how secretly dost thou shine ! how 
desiderably* dost thou inflame me ! 



S, Bonavemt. Stim. AmorU. Cap. viii. 

It maketh God man, and man God ; things tem- 
poral, eternal ; mortal, immortal : it maketh an enemy 
a friend, a servant a son, vile things glorious, cold 
hearts fiery, and hard things liquid. 



Epig, 5. 

My soul, thy gold is true, but full of dross : 
Thy Saviour's breadth refines thee with some loss : 
His gentle furnace makes thee pure as true ; 
Thou must be melted ere th' art cast anew. 

* Detiderahlyy desiredly. 
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Psalm Ixxiii. 25, 

Whom have I in heaven but thee ? and there is none 
upon earth that I desire beside thee. 

I LOVE (and have some cause to love) the Earth ; 

She is my maker's creature^ therefore good : 
She is my mother, for she gave me birth ; 

She is my tender nurse ; she gives me food ; 
But what's a creature, Lord, compared with thee ? 
Or what's my mother, or my nurse, to me ? 

I love the Air ; her dainty sweets refresh 
My drooping soul, and to new sweets invite me ; 

Her shrill-mouth'd choir sustain me with their flesh. 
And with their Polyphonian* notes delight me ; 

But what's the Air, or all the sweets that she 

Can bless my soul withal, compared to thee ? 

I love thee Sea, she is my fellow creature. 
My careful purveyor ; she provides me store : 

She walls me round ; she makes my diet greater : 
She wafts my treasure from a foreign shore : 

But, Lord of Oceans, when compared with thee, 

"What is the Ocean, or her wealth, to me ? 

* Polyphonian i many-sounding^. 
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To Heav'n's high city I direct my journey. 

Whose spangled suburbs entertain mine eye ; 
Mine eye» by contemplation's great attorney, 
Transcends the chrystal pavement of the sky ; 
But what is Heav'n, great God, compar'd to thee 
Without thy presence Ueav'n's no Heaven to me. 

Without thy presence, earth gives no refection :* 
Without thy presence sea aiSbrds no treasure ; 

Without thy presence air*s a rank infection ; 
Without thy presence Heav'n itself 's no pleasure; 

If not possess'd, if ndt enjoy 'd in thee, 

What's earth, or sea, or air, or heav'n, to me ? 

The highest honours that the world can boast 
Are subjects far too low for my desire ; 

The brightest beams of glory are (at most) 
But dying sparkles of thy living fire : 

The proudest flames that earth can kindle be 

But nightly glow-worms, if compar'd to thee. 

Without thy presence wealth are bags of cares ; 

Wisdom but folly ; joy, disquiet sadness : 
Friendship is treason, and delights are snares : 

Pleasure's but pain, and mirth but pleasing mad- 
ness: 
Without thee, Lord, things be not what they be ; 
Nor have they beings when compar'd with thee. 

In having all things, and not thee, what have I ? 

Not having thee, what have my labours got ? 
Let me enjoy but thee, what farther crave I ? 

And, having thee alone, what have I not ? 
I wish nor sea, nor land ; nor would I be 
Possessed of Heav'n, Heav'n unpossess'd of thee. 

* RefectUmt refreshment. 
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Bonavent, Soliloq, Cap, i. 

Alas! my God, now I understand (but blush to 
confess) that the beauty of thy creatures hath de- 
ceived mine eyes^ and I have not observed that thou 
art more amiable than all thy creatures ; to which 
thou hast communicated but one drop of thy inesti- 
mable beauty : for who hath adorned the heavens 
with stars ? who haih stored the air with fowl^ the 
waters with fish, the earth with plants and flowers ? 
But what are all these but a small spark of divine 
beauty ? 

S* Chrys, Horn, v* in Ep. ad Rom. 

In having nothing I have all things, because I 
have Christ Having therefore all things in him» 
I seek no other reward; for. he is the universal 
reward. 



Epig. 6. 



Who would not throw his better thoughts about him> 
And scorn this dross within him ; that, without him ? 
Cast upi my soul, thy clearer eye ; behold. 
If thou be fully melted, there*8 the mould. 



N 
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Psalm cxx. 5. 

Woe is me, that I sojourn in Mesech^ that I dwell in ^ 

the tents of Kedah / 

Is Nature's course dissolv'd? doth Time's glass 

stand ? 
Or hath some frolic heart set back the band 
Of Fate's perpetual clock ? will 't never strike ? 
Is crazy time grown lazy, faint, or sick 
With very age ? or hath that ereat purroyal* 
Of adamantine sisters late made trial 
Of some new trade ? shall mortal hearts grow old 
In sorrow ? shall my weary arms infold 
And underprop my panting sides for ever ? 
Is there no charitable hand will sever 
My well -spun thread, that my imprisoned soul 
May be delivered from this dull dark hole 
Of dungeon flesh ? O shall I, shall I never 
Be ransom'd, but remain a slave for ever ? . 
It is the lot of man but once to die ; 
But, ere that death, how many deaths have I ! 
What human madness makes the world afraid 
To entertain Heav'n's joys, because co|ivey'd 
By th' hand of Death ? Will Nakedness refuse 
Rich change of robes, because the man's not spruce 
That brought them ? or will Poverty send back 
Full bags of gold, because the bringer's black ? 

* Purroyal; pftir-royal. 
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S, August in PsaL xxxix. 

Who created all things is better than all things; 
who beautified all things is more beautiful than all 
things ; who made strength is stronger than all things ; 
who made great things is greater than all things : what- 
soever thou lovest he is that to thee : learn to love the 
workman in his work, the Creator in his creature : let 
not that which was made by htm possess thee, lest thou 
lose him hy whom thyself was made. 

S. August Med. Cap. xxxvii. 

O thou most 8weet> most gracious, most amiable, 
most fair^ when shall I see thee ? when shall I be 
satisfied with thy beauty ? whoa wilt thou lead me from 
this dark dungeon, that I may confess thy name ? 



Epig. 12. 



How art thoii shaded, in this veil of night, 
Behind thy curtain flesh ? Thou seest no light 
But what thy pride doth challenge as her own ; 
Thy flesh is high : Soul, take this curtain down. 
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Psalm It^ 6. 

O that I had wings like a dove / for then w^nUd I fly 

awa^^ and he at rest, 

« 

And am I sworn a dungbill-slave for ever 

To earth's base drudg'ry ? Shall I never find 
A night of rest ? Shall my indentures^ nerer 
Be canceird ? Did injurious Nature bind 
Mj soul Earth's 'prentice> with no clause to leave her ? 
t^o day of freedom ? Must I ever grind ? 
O that I had the pinions of a dove. 
That I might quit my bands, and soar above, 
And pour my just complaints before the great Jehove ! 

How happy are the doves that have the pow'r. 

Whene'er they please, to spread their airy wings I 
Or cloud- dividing eagles, that can tow'r 

Above the scent of thei(e inferior things ! 
How happy is the lark, that ev'ry hour - 
Leaves earth, and then, for joy, mounts up and sings \ 
Had my dull soul but wings as well as they, 
How I would spring from earth, and clip^ away, 
As wise AastrsBa, and scron this ball of claj ! 

O how my soul would spurn this ball of day. 

And loathe the dainties of earth's painful pleasure ! 



Clip; fly swiftly. 
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Pfalm. - 55 . 6 . 
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O how I 'd laugh to see men night and day 

Turmoil to gain that trash they call their treasure ! 
O how I 'd smile to see what plots they lay 
. To catch a blast, or own a smile from Cffisar ! 
Had I the pinions of a mounting dove* 
How I would soar and sing, and hate the love 
Of transitory toys, and feed on joys above ! 

There should I find that everlasting pleasure, 
Which change removes ^not, and which chance pre- 
vents not ; 
There should I find that everlasting treasure. 

Which force deprives not, forture disaugments* not ; 
There should I find that everlasting Csesar, 

Whose hand recalls not, and whose hdart repents not : 
Had I the pinions of a clipping dove. 
How I would climb the skies, and h|ite the love 
Of transitory toys, and joy in things above J 

No rank-mouth'd slander there shall give offence. 
Or blast our blooming names, as here they do ; 
No liver-scalding lust shall there incense 
Our boiling veins ; there is no Cupid's bow : 
Lord, give my soul the milk-white innocence 
Of doves, and I shall have their pinions too : 
Had I the pinions of a sprightly dove. 
How I would quit this earth, and soar above. 
And Heav'n's bless'd kingdom find, and Heav'n's bless'd 
King, Jbhovb ! 



t Ditaugmenis ; ynsttih. 
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jS. August* in Pud* cxxxriii. 

What wing! shoaM I desire bat the two precepts of 
love, on whieh the law and the prophets depend ? O if 
I conid obtain these wingSy I could fly from thy faae to 
thy free, from the &ce of thy justice to the £eu» of thy 
mercy : let ns find these wings by lore, which we haye 
lost by hnt* 

S. Augmi. in P$aL Ixxn. 

Let as cast off whatsoever hindereth, entaoglelh, or 
bnrdeneth oar flight* antil we attain that #hich satis- 
fieth ; beyond which nothing is ; beneath which all 
things are ; of which all things are* 



1 



Epig. 13. 



Tell me, my wishing soul, didst ever try 
How fsst the wings of red-cross'd Faith can fly ? 
Why beg'st thoa, then, the pinions of a dove ? 
Faith's wings are swifter ; but the swiftest, love. 
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And wanton Capid, sitting in a tree, 

Hath pierc'd my bosom with a flaming dart : 
My soul, being spent, for refuge seeks to thee, 
But camiot find where thou, my Refuge, art : 
Like as the swift-loot hart doth, wounded, fly 
To the desir'd streams, e*en so do I 
Pant aft^r thee, my God, whom I must find, or die. 

At length* by flight, I overwent the pack ; 

Thou drew'st the wanton dart from out my wound 
The blood that foUow'd left a purple track. 

Which broug^ a serpent, but in shape a hound : 
We strove, he bit me ; but thou break*8t his back ; 
I lefit faim grx)Vlling on th' envenom'd ground : 
Bat as the serpen t-^ bitten. hart doth fly 
To the long long'd-for streams, e'en so did I 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I must find, or die. 

If lust should chase my soul, made swift by fright. 
Thou art the stream whereto my soul is bound ; 
Or if a jay'lin wound my sides in flight, 

Thou art the balsam that must cure my wound : 
If poison chance t' infest my soul in fight. 

Thou art the treacle that must make me sound 
E'en as the wounded hart, embost,* dothdy 
To th* streams extremely long'd for, so do I 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I must find, or die. 



I' Embost (a term of banters) ; wearied to foaming. 
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S, CyriL Lib. r. Joh. Cap, x« 

O precious water, which quencheth the noisome 
thirst of this worid, that scooreth *all the stains of sin- 
nersy that watereth the earth of onr souls with hearenlj 
showersy and hringeth back the thirsty heart of man to 
his only God ! 

S, August* Soliloq. Cap. xscxv. 

O fountain of life, and vein of living waters, when 
shall I leave this forsaken, impassable, and dry earth, 
and taste the waters of thy sweetness, that I may behold 
thy virtue and thy glory, and slack my thirst with the 
stream of thy mercy ? Lord, I thirst : thou art the 
spring of life; satisfy me: I thirst, Lord; I thirst 
after thee, the living God. 



Epig. 11. 

The arrow- smitten hart, deep wounded, flies 
To th' springs, with water in his weeping eyes : 
Heav*n is thy spring : if Satan's fiery dart 
Pierce thy faint sides ; do so, my wounded heart. 



BOOK v.— EMBLEM XIL 

Psalm ilii. 2, . 



When shall I come and appear before God. 

What is my soul the better to be tin'd* 

With holy fire ? whatbootsf it to be coin*d 

With HeaT'n's own stamp ? what 'vantage can there be 

To souls of hear'n-descended pedigree. 

More than to beasts that grovel ? Are not they 

Fed by th' Almighty's hand ; and» ev'ry day, 

Fiird with his blessings too ? Do they not see 

God in his creatures, as direct as we ? 

Do they not taste thee «*- hear thee ? nay, what sense 

Is not partaker of thine excellence ? 

What more do we ? alas ! what serves our reason, 

But, like dark lanterns, to accomplish treason 

With greater closeness ? It affords no light. 

Brings thee no nearer to our purblind sight ; 

No pleasure rises up the least degree. 

Grant Onn» KiiJLin. the jcIpatpjc -view of thee ; 

What priv'Iege more than «ense hath reason than ?;{: 

What vantage is it to be born a man ? 

How of\;en hath my patience built, dear Lord, 

Vain tow'rs of hope upon thy gracious word ! 

How often hath thy hope-reviving grace 

Woo'd my suspicious eyes to seek thy face : 



* T^n*d ; lighted up. f Booti ; profits. 

t Th<m ; put for then, to accommodate the rhyme. 
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How often have I sought thee ! O how long 

Hath expectation taught mj perfect tongue 

Repeated pray'rs, yet pray're could ne'er obtain ; 

In vain I seek thee, and I beg in vain I 

If it be high presumption to behold 

Thy face, why didst thou make my eyes so bold 

To seek it ? if that object be too bright 

For man's aspect, why did thy lips invite 

Mine eye t' expect it ? if it might be seen, 

Why is this envious curtain drawn between 

My darken'd eye and it ? O tell me, wh^- 

Thou dost command the thing thou dost deny ? 

Why dost thou give me so unpria'd a treasure^ 

And then deny'st my gveedy sbui the pleasure 

To view thy gift ? Alas !. that gift is void. 

And is no gift, that may not be enjoy'd. 

If these refulgent beams of Heav'n's great light 

Gild not the day, what is the day bat night ? 

The drowsy shepherd sleeps, flow'rs droop and fade'; 

The birds are sullen, and the- beasts are sad: 

But if bright Titan dart his golden ra]^ 

And with his riches glorify th« day. 

The jolly shepherd pipes, fiow'rs freshly springs; 

The beasts grow gamesome, and the birds they sing*. 

Thou art my Sun, great God ! O when shall I 

View the full beams of thy^ meridian eye ? 

Draw, draw this fleshly curtain, that denies 

The gracious presencA of thy g^lorirMiJ^ t^yf^t^: 

Or give me faith, and, by the eye of grace, 

I shall behold thee, thoogh not face to face. 



^ 
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Psalm Uxxiy. 1. 
How^amiahle are. thy tabernacles, O Lord of hosts / 

Ancienx of. dafrs, to. whom all times, ai^ now. 

Before who&s glory serapbiica.do bow 

Their blushing; chaeJbs, and veiJi their blemiah'd faces; 

That, uncontaia'd, at once dost fill all places ; 

How glonoja«^ Q how. far bey.ond the heiglit 

Of puzzled quills, or the obtuusei^ conceit 

Of flesh and. bloodi or thc^ toa flat ireporta 

Of mortal tonguASy. are thy- cpj^preasless. Courts. ! 

Whose glory tx> paint 6H>th. wltjk grenter art| 

Ravish, my &ncy and inspin» my heiart ; 

Excuse my bold attempt and panloa me 

For fihowingf £otto«> w]aMk4 £!aitK- alnnp fthoivl/l epc 

Ten thousand, millions^ and ton thousand more, 
Ol anffpl-measur'd leagues from th' eastern shore 
Of dungeon-earth this glorious palace sianati. 
Before whose pearly gates ten thousand bands 
Of armed angels wait, to entertain 
Those purged souls for whom the Lamb was slain ; 
Whose guiltless death, and voluntary yielding 
Of whose giv'n life, gave this brave Court her building : 
The lukewarm blood of this dear Lamb, being spilt. 
To rubies tnrn'd, whereof her posts were built ; 
And what dropp'd down in cold and gelid gore 
Did turn rich saphires, and impav'd her floor .* 
The brighter flames, and from his eye-balls ray*d. 
Grew chrysolites, whereof her walls were made : 
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i^imttm 



Canticles yiii. 14. 

Make haste f my biloved, and be thou like to a roe or 
to a young hart upon the mountains of spices. 

Go, gentle tyrant, go ; thy flames do pierce 
My soul too deep ; thy flames are too, too fierce : 
My marrow melts, my fainting spirits fry, 
I' th' torrid zone of thy ai«ridian eye: 
Away, away, thy sweets are too perfuming ; 
Turn, Uxrn thy face, thy fires are too consuming : 
Haste, heace^ and let thy winged steps oolgo > 
The frighted roebuck, and his flying roe. 

fiut wilt thou leave me,' then ? O thou that art 
Life of mj soul, soul of my dying heart ; 
Without the sweet aspect hi whose fair eyes 
My soul doth languish, and her solace dies ; 
Art thou so eas'ly woo'd ? so 'apt to hear 
The frantic language of my foolish fear ? 

Leave, leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me ; 

Look, look upon me, though thine eyes overcome me. 

how they wound ! but how my wounds content me ! 
How sweetly these delightful pains torment me ! 
How I am tortur'd in excessive measure 

Of pleasing cruelties ! too cruel pleasure ! 
Turn, turn away, remove thy scorching beams ; 

1 languish with these bitter sweet extremes : 







Chh±:8.i 
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Haste then, and let thy winged steps outgo 
The flying roebttck, and his frighted roe. 

Turn back, my dear I O let my Tavish'd eye 
: Once mora behold thy §&ee before thou fly ! 
. What, shall lye part without a mutual kiss ? 

O who can leave so sweet a face as this? 
' Look fiill ifpon me ; for my soul desires 
To turn a holy mar^rln these fires : 

P leave me not^ nor tuvn thy beauty, from me ; 
Look^ look upon me, though thy flames o ercome me. 

' If thou bedoud the sunshine of thine eye, 
- i fceeze to death; and if it shine 1 fry; 
r Which, like a fever, that my^ soul hath got, 
Makes me to burn too .cold, or freeze too hot : 
Alas! I cannot bear so^weet a smart. 
Nor canst thou be less glorious than thou art 
Haste then, and let thy winged steps outgo 
The frighted roebuc£ and his flying roe. 

But go not far beyond the reach of breath ; 
Too large a distance makes another death-: 
My youth is in her spring ; autumnal vows 
WiU make me riper for so sweet a spouse : 
' When after^times have burnish'd my desire, 
1*11 shoot thee flames for flames* and Are for fire. 
O leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me ; 
Look, look upon me, though thy flames overcome me. 
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Autor ScaUe Parodist, Tom, ix. Aug. Cap^ viiu 

Fear not, O bride ! nor despair ; think not thyself 
contemned if thj Bridegroom withdraw his &ce awhile : 
all things co-operate for the best : both frooi his ab- 
sence and his presence, thou gainest light : he cometh 
to thee, and he goeth from thee : he cometh, to make 
thee consolate ; he goeth to make thee cantioos, lest 
thy abundant consolation puff thee up : he cometh, that 
thy languishing soul may be comforted ; he goeth, lest 
his &miliarility should be contemned ; and, being ab- 
sent, to be more desired; and, being desired, to be 
more easily sought ; and, being long sought, to be more 
acceptably found. 



Epig, 15« 

My soul, sin's monster, whom with greater easd 
Ten thousand fold tby God could make than please. 
What would'st thou hare ? Nor pleas*d with sun, nor 

shade ; 
Heaven knows not what to ipake of what He made. 



\ 
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THE FAREWELL. 



Rev. ii 10. 

'^ Be thou faithfid unto deaths and I will give thee a 

I croum of life. 

Be faithful? Lord, what'g that? 
\ Belieye : 'Tis easy to believe ; but what ? 

That He whom thy hard heart hath wounded. 
And whom thy scorn hath spit upon, 
N Hath paid thy fine, and hath compounded 

^ For those foul deeds thy hands have done : 

Believe that He, whose gentle palms 

Thy needle-pointed sins have nail'd. 
Hath borne thy slavish load (of alms). 
And made supply where thou hast fail'd. 
Did erer mis'ry find so strange relief? 
t It is a love too strong for man's belief. 

Believe that He> whose side 
Thy crimes have pierc'd with their rebeUions, died 
To save thy guilty soul from dying 

Ten thousand horrid deaths, from whence 
There was no 'scape, there was no flying. 

But through his dearest blood's expense : 
Believe this dying Friend requires 
No other thanks for all his pain. 
But e'en the truth of weak desires, 
And, for his love, but love again. 
Did ever mis'ry find so true a friend ? 
It is a love too vast to comprehend. 

With floods of t«ars baptize 
And drench these dry, these unregen'rate, eyes r 
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Lord, whet my dull, my blunt belief. 

And break this fleshly rock in snnder, 
That firom this heart, this hell of grief> 

May spring a Heav'n of love and wonder : 
O9 if thy mercies will remore 

And melt this lead from my belief. 
My grief will then refine my love. 
My love will then refresh my grief. 
Then weep, mine eyes, asr He hath bled ; vouchsafe ^ 

To drop for ey*ry drop an epitaph. | 

Bat is the crown of glory 
The wages of a Umentable story ? 
Or can so great a purcbaae risQ 

From a salt bumoar ? Can mine eye 
Run ffst enough t' obtain this prize ? 

If sOtf hoMo, who 's so ma4 to diie ? . i 

Thy teacs are trifles ; thou must do : I 

Alas ! I cannot; then endeavour; 
I will ; but will a tug or two 

Suffice the turn ? Xhou <nu8t persever i* . ' 

I '11 strive till death ; and sh^l my feeble strife. 
Be crown'd ? I '11 crown it with a crown of life, 

But is there such a dearth, ^ 

That thou must buy what is thy due by birth ? 
He whom thy hands did form of dust. 
And gave him breath upon condition 
To love his great Creator, must 

He now be thine by composition } 
Art thou a gracious God, and mild, 

Or headstrong man rebellious rather ? ^ 

O, man 's a base rebellious child, ^ 

And thou a very gracious Father : 

The gift is thine ; we strive, thou crown'st our strife : i 

Thou giv*8t lus life ; and faith a crown of glory. ; 

* Persever ; hold on. 
THE END. 

J. Nithols, Printer, Milton Press, Chandos Street, Strand. 
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